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CRITICAL REMARKS

OX

BRYBJEJV'S F^MILES.-

BY J. AlKIN, M. D.

jThE collection of Poems, termed Dryden's

Fables, chietly consists of a miscellany of pieces,

partly translations, partly paraphrases and improve-

ments ; the former from Homer and Ovid, the latter

from Chaucer and Boccacio. The subjects of the

first are too well known to readers of poetry to in-

terest by their novelty : they make, therefore, no

part of the present republication, which is conlined

to those of the second class. The latter, indeed, in

the common estimation, exclusively possess the claim

of being regarded as the Fables or Tales of the ad-

mired Author, under which name no one under-

stands pieces of mere classical translation. Though
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less original than perhaps is commonly supposed, the

freedom with which the writer has intermixed his

own language and sentiments, gives them all the air

of originality, and they bear the decisive stamp of

his genius.

The records of poetical composition aiTord few

examples of mental exertion so remarkable as that

which gave birth to these pieces. Dryden, who

had from early life been an author by profession,

was induced, either by motives of interest, or by

the peculiar turn of his studies, to devote his poeti-

cal powers chiefly to the purposes of religious or

political party. He had obtained great celebrity by

his performances of this kind ; of which the princi-

pal were " Absalom and Achitophel," a disguised

satire referring to the state of politics in the court of

Charles II. ; and " The Hind and Panther," a dia-

logue in the form of fable, exhibiting the leading

arguments employed by the Romish church against

those who separated from it. To that church he

had become a convert, when the accession of James

11. to the throne inspired sanguine expectations of

the recovery of its ancient predominance in the

kingdom.

The revolution entirely overthrew these hopes,

and at the same time gave an ascendancy to tlioss

popular principles of government, of which Dryden,
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' during the two preceding reigns, had been the viru-

lent oppugner. It was not, therefore, to be wondered

at, how much soever it might be lamented, that the

deposed laureat, at the advanced age of sixty-eight,

should be obliged to seek a subsistence from the ex-

ertions of his talents and industry. Among other

engagements of the literary kind, he contracted

with the booksellers for a volume of poems, to con-

sist of a determinate number of lines, at a payment

proportioned to that number.

Such was the mercantile transaction that pro-

duced his Fables—a set of compositions in which

his genius sports at ease, freed from the shackles of

a political or polemical task ; and which affords

every species of poetical excellence that could bs

derived from long experience, joined with unabated

vigour. The manner in Avhich he speaks of his

mental constitution at this period, though confident,

is well justified by the accompanying proofs of his

ability. '' I think myself (says he) as vigorous as

ever in the faculties of my soul, excepting only my
memory, which is not impaired to any great degree;

and if I lose not more of it, I have no great reason

to complain. What judgment I had, increases

rather than diminishes ; and thoughts, such as they

are, come crowding in so fast upon mc, that my
only difficulty is to choose or to reject." This ac«.

a2
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count is so true, that perhaps no other example is

to be met with, of the fruits of age partaking so

much of the character of youth. The full tide and

Yaried flow of the verse, the copiousness and splen-

dor of the descriptions, the vivacity of the senti-

ments, and abundance of the allusions, all indicate

exuberance of fancy and uncxtinguishable fire ; and

instead of the languor of an ungrateful task, he

exhibits the animation of one who practices a fa-

vourite amusement for his pleasure. He is still that

luxuriant evergreen which his own beautiful lines

in '' The Flower and the Leal"" so aptly cha-

racterise :

" Ev'n when the vital sap retreats below,

Ev'n when the hoary head is hid in snow.

The life is in the leaf, and slill between

The fits of falling snows, appears the streaky green."

Of the particular pieces in this volumej the au-

thor's favourite is evidently the heroic poem of

Palamon and Arcite, imitated from Chaucer,

who, though not the inventor of the story, was

DrJ den's original. He has not scrupled iji his pre-

face to panegyrize it (Chaucer's poem) in terms

which will scarcely bear to be weighed in the criti-

cal balance. Regarding it as a composition of the

epic class, he conapares it with the Iliad and Eneid,
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and affirms that " the story is more pleasing than

[that of] either of them, the manners as perfect,

the diction as poetical, the learning as deep and va*

rious, and the disposition full as artful."

This is high praise from one who knew what he

was praising ; but the critical opinions of Dryden

are rather sentences formed for the occasion, than

the well-weighed maxims of a consistent literary

code. The storij of Palamon and Arcite will, at bcst^

bear a comparison with some episode in a legitimate

epic : for a love-adventure will, I presume, in the

judgment of few readers, stand in competition with

the destruction of one potent empire, or the founda-

tion of another.

In what sense the writer meant to assert the per-

fection of its manners, it is not easy to divine. Cer-

tainly, iu the obvious one of giving a just represen-

tation of the age, country, and persons appertain-

ing to the fable, nothing can be farther from truth

than this assertion. The manners in the Iliad are

wniversally allowed to be the best authority we pos-

sess for the state of Greece in the early stage of its

civilization. Those of the Eneid present a picture

of the same kind, but, as framed upon imitation in-

stead of observation, less correct. In Palamon and

Arcite, the age of the rude half-savage hero,

Theseus, is converted into the most splendid period
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of chivalry ; such, indeed, as it exists in the fablci

of knight errantry, rather than as it ever formed a

part of real history. Nothing can be more gross

and glaring than this anachronism, to which the

language and phraseology are moulded, as well as the

manners and incidents.

Perhaps, however, Dryden only meant to say,

that, after admitting this fiction as a poetical license,

the assumed manners and characters of the piece

will be found to be well preserved. I doubt, how-

over, if much praise be due to the easy obserrance

of consistency in portraitures marked with the uni-

formity which the artificial principles of chivalry'ne-

•essarily produced. The duties of a loyal knight

towards his liege lord, his mistress, and his antago-

nist, were laid down with as much precision as the

rules of any monastic order, and as little permitted

the deviations of particular tempers or opinions. If,

in this story, Arcite is represented as the peculiar

servant of Mars, and Palamon of Venus, they are

both made equally susceptible of the acfiorous pas.

sion in its most fanciful and exquisite form, and

equally ready to renounce all former tics of friend-

ship, and lly to their swords in order to decide their

respective claims. So exactly, indeed, are they

balanced, that in the concluding combat, neither

(Iocs Arcite gain, nor Palamon lose, any martial
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Fionour. The kings of Thrace and India, though

studiously contrasted in their figures, exhibit no di-

versity in action, and are, indeed, useless for all

purposes but those of parade. Emilia, the lady

upon the possession of whom the whole conduct of

the fable turns, is a mere passive personage, con^

tended for as a prize, Avithout any interference of

her own inclinations. In this respect she resembles

the Lavinia of the Eneid ; but the resemblance is of

no advantage to the interest of the piece. During

the loflg period of the story, she is passing several

years of her prime apparently unnoticed and insig-

nificant, though a transient glimpse of her charms

was capable of inspiring such a romantic passion in

her unknown lovers. Theseus is a feudal monarch,

drawn with considerab'e dignity ; but if generosity

was intended to form part of his character, it i«

blemished by his resolution of keeping the two

young knights prisoners for life, for no other crime

than the defence of their country. This unfeeling

rigour is aggravated by his detention of Palamon

after he had consented to the liberation of Arcite ;

an -incident, however, essentially connected with

the events of the fable.

On the whole, the chief merit of this story con.

sists in the copious fund it a£fords for various and
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splendid description ; an advantage of which the

poet has so mcII availed himself, that it will not be

easy to name any work of its compass, ancient or

modern, comparable to it in this respect. It keeps

the imagination perpetually on the stretch with the

rapid succession of its pictures, real and allegorical,

with the warmth and bustle of its action, and the

gorgeous pomp of its scenery. Nor is it destitute of

sentiments appropriate to the situations of the actors,

and to the survey taken by a spectator of the pass-

ing events ; for although the piece was originally

composed in those ages which are considered as

little favourable to the human understanding, yet it

partakes largely of such learning and such philoso-

phy as was then cultivated, and which, perhaps,

have been treated with more contempt than they

deserved.

The part of Drydcn, in his renovation of thif

tale, is almost entirely confined to the language in

which he has clothed it ; for, not only are all its

circumstances closely copied from Chaucer, but every

ornamental addition, and even every moral re-

Hcction, is to be found in the work of the old bard,

though often but rudely sketched or coarsely ex-

pressed. Even the minute decorations of poetical

.diction are freq[uently transferred from the original

;
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and whole lines are transcribed when the dialect

and prosody permitted their insertion. Yet Dryden's

merit in the piece will never be estimated at a low

rate by one capable of feeling the charms ofgenuine

poetry ; for, perhaps, in no composition of the

language is there more of that fire and energy which

hurries the reader along, and makes him a sharer in

every incident, or more of that force and brilliancy

of colouring which brings out every figure, and

gives it the fullest effect. If we imagine a Raphael, or

a Corregio, filling up the outlines of some early

master, we may form a just conception of what the

muse of Dryden has effected upon the draught of

Chaucer. To the epic magnificence of diction he

has joined a natural tone of expression, proceeding

from the intermixture of common words and phrases,

which is the characteristic of his style, and gives it

a spirit hardly to be met with in that of any other

poet.

Of the versification of this piece, it is enough to

say, that it possesses every excellence for which the

writer is so justly famed. The improvements upon

the matter of the original are most conspicuous in

the sentimental passages, where Dryden has fre-

quently expanded a bare hint into a weighty and

dignified sentence. Thus, where Theseus, termi-
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Dating his long oration after the death of Arcite,

saySj in the bald simplicity of the ancient bard,

" What may I conclude of this long serie

But after sorrowe I rede us to be merie.

And thanken Jupiter for all liis grace ;"

the modern rises in the following lofty strain :

" What then remains, but after past annoy.

To take the good vicissitude ofjoy

;

To thank the gracious gods for what they give.

Possess our souls, and while we live, to live."

In Palamon's address to Venus, Dryden has added

to the short invocation of Chaucer, a very beautiful

Tcrsion of some celebrated lines of Lucretius in

praise of the same goddess. Arcite's prayer to

Mars is scarcely less improved, and opens with a

tragic grandeur that finely contrasts with the soft-

ness and elegance of the former.

Many of the descriptive touches of the modern

poet likewise greatly enhance the picturesque effect

of the original paintings. Thus, when Palamon

and Arcite first become encaiies, the expression of

their hatred is strongly marked to the sight by

Dryden :

« when they met, they made a surly stand.

And glai'd like angry lions as they pass'd."
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Among many supposed representations in the

temple of Venus, of too abstract a nature to be

made manifest to the senses, which he has rather

injudiciously copied from Jiis original, he adds the

visible forms of

" issuing sighs that siiiuk'd along the wall."

Chaucer's " porter Idleness" becomes a charac-

teristic figure in the hands of Dryden

:

" Before the palace-gate, in careless dress.

And loose array, sat portress Idleness,"

The " small houndes about the fete" of Diana

are, by him, animated with the affections of their

ipecies,

"And watch with upward eyes the motions of their queen."

Many more instances of similar embellishment

might be cited ; and indeed nothing less could be

expected from such a master in his art, whose at-

tention was solely occupied in beautifying and po-

lishing a ready.furnished design.

In the tale of Sigismonda and Guiscardo, from

Boccacio, he could derive no store of poetical ima-

gery from his original, which is an unadorned nar-
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rative in prose ; nor has he aimed at more than that

middle style of verse which suits the relation of a

domestic occurrence, and the eloquence of senti-

ment. Force and dignity of language, with singu-

lar clearness, are his characteristics in this story,

•which keeps close to the Italian author, both in

the narrative and the sentimental part. In one

point, indeed, Dryden has better consulted morals

and decorum ; which is, that he has made a secret

marriage precede the accomplishment of the lovers'

wishes ; but, on the other hand, he has added so

much warmth of Colouring to the description, that

decency cannot upon the whole be reckoned a

gainer. Female delicacy, indeed, was a thing

of which he never seems to have entertained a con-

ception. The love here painted is simply what the

French would call amo2ir plitjsique ; a natural and

allowable affection, it is true, but such as all

writers, attentive to the preservation of mental pu-

rity, have studiously kept out of sight. Dryden,

on the contrary, brings it to open view, without

any veil to soften its features. The address of Si-

gismunda to her father after detection, the firm and

dignified language of which gives it an air of eleva-

tion, almost incurs the charge of impudence, from

the broad and undisguised confession of feelings
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which none but the loosest of the sex would

avow.

The incidents of this story arc, however, striking

and pathetic, and the catastrophe is wrought with

skill. The address of Sigisniunda to her lover's

heart in the vase, is copied from the Italian ; but

Dryden has not the excuse of Italian conceit for his

extravagant line

—

" My tears shall set thee first afloat within thy tomb."

The manner in which she sets about this duty to

her lover's remains seems to require the serious

application of the comic maxim, " Women, when

they list, can weep." Dryden has, however, made

it truly poetical by the beauty of his verses, and the

simile of the *' low-huug clouds." It were to be

wished that his judgment had rejected the idea of

'' discharging her heatl" by the flow of tears,

which gives an image rather medical than poetical.

The parallel passage in Boccacio is worth copying,

as it will afford an useful comparison between the

writer in prose, and the writer in verse.

" Et cosi detto, non ultramenti che se una fonts

d'acqua nella testa havuta havesse, senza fare alcun

femminil romore, sopra la coppa chinatasi piangendo
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comincio a versare tanfe lagrime, che mirabil co»»

furono a riguardarc, basciando infinite volte il morto

cuore."

*' Thus having spoken, as if there had been a

fountain of water in her head, bending over the

cup, vpithout any feminine lamentation, she shed

such an abundance of tears as was wonderful to be-

hold, giving innumerable kisses to the dead heart."

This simplicity is certainly no diminution of the

pathetic.

The Cock and the Fox ; or. The Tale of the

Nun's Priest, owes almost all its beauty, its learn-

ing, and its absurdity, to the original author, Chaucer.

The fable, in which birds and beasts talk like school-

men and divines, bespeaks the taste of the dark ages

;

a taste which Dryden had sanctioned by his " Hind

and Panther." Ascribing to the inferior animals

the speech and reason of men (the essence of fable)

is already such a deviation from nature and truth,

that an additional improbability costs little more to

the imagination. It must be owned, however, that

quotations from the philosophers and fathers have a

whimsical eflFect in a dialogue between Chanticleer

and Partlet. The I^atin passage, "Mulier est hominis

confusio," so com.plaisantly interpreted to Partlet,

is a piece of waggery literally copied from Chaucer ^
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there Is an inconsistency, however, in making her

unacquainted with Latin, after she had quoted Galen

and Cato, unless it be supposed, that Dame Partlet's

learning, like Shakespear's, was derived from transla*

lion.

The most striking parts of the description in this

tale are taken from Chaucer with little addition or

improvement: the lively pictures, for example, of

the cock and the fox, are only new varnished by

Dryden's versification. The humourous group of

pursuers of the fox is Chaucer's, with the exception

of the vicar, who is introduced with little propriety;

and no advantage is gained by the more exaggerated

terms in which their action is described by the mo-

dern poet. It is not in his natural, but in his in-

tellectual paintings, that the superiority of Dryden

appears with its proper lustre. Thus, the fine pas-

sage respecting the nature of dreams, " Dreams ar«

but interludes that fancy makes," &c. is barely sug-

gested by four simple lines of the original. He has

displayed his theological skill in discussing more at

length, and with more argumentative precision, the

knotty point of predestination. It is observable,

that he has superadded to the treacherous character

of Reynard, the circumstance of religious hypocrisy;

a vice he was always fond of lashing, both in season

and out of season.
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Like many other amusing fables, it has not much-

instruction to boast of. The most obvious moral

dcducible from it, is a warning against love of tlat-^

tery. Chaucer to this has added the exposure of

one

" That jangleth when that he should hold his peace ;"

\
alluding to the folly of the fox, who gives the cock

an opportunity of escaping, by opening his mouth

to make a speech : but this purpose is overlooked or

rejected by Dry den.

In none of these tales does the genius of the poet

break out with more splendor than in that of

Theodore and Honoria, from Boccacio. Exclu-

sive of the names, which are different in the Italian

author, his narrative is exactly followed by Dryden,

who is an inventor only in the picturesque touches

with which he has animated the recital. The story

in itself is, indeed, highly impressive, and full of

that romantic wildness which seizes on the imagina-

tion ; but the effect is greatly enhanced by the art

of the poet, who has improved every circumstance

that might contribute to the leading emotion, that of

terror. The manner in which he prepares the

reader for the first appearance of the horrid

phantom cannot be too much admired

:
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-^ Wliilst listening to the murni'ring leaves he stood, &c."

The singular happiness of the versification in tlia

lines descriptive of the sudden calm and pause in na-

ture, previous to the whirlwind which ushered in

the apparition, has attracted the notice of various

critics, and must be felt by every ear sensible to the

harmony of poetry. The figures of the flying maid,

the hell-hounds, and the infernal huntsman, arc

drawn Avith wonderful force ; but it must be ac-

tnowlcdged that no small part of the praise belongs

to the original, which has sketched the same ob-

jects in a very spirited manner. The passage is

worth quotation. " Vide venire per un boschet-

to asai folto d'albuscelli c di pruni, correndo

Tcrso il luogo dove egli eraj una bellissima giovane

ignuda, scapigliata e tutta grafllata dalle frasche e

dai pruni, piagnendo e gridando forte mcrcc

;

e oltre a questo le vide a fianchi due grandissimi e

fieri mastini, liquali duramente appresso correndole

spesse volte crudelmente dove la giungevano, la

mordevano ', e dietro allei vide venire sopra ua

corsiere nero un cavalier bruno forte nel viso fcrac-

ciato con uno stocco in mano, lei di morte cou

parole spaTentevoli e villane minacciando."

b
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" He saw, issuing from a thicket overgrown

M'ith bushes and thorns, and running towards the

place where he Avas, a very beautiful damsel, naked,

with dishevelled hair, and all torn with thebriars and

brambles, wailing, and crying aloud, "Mercy!" And

he further saw at her flanks two great and fierce

inastifTs, which running close after her, frequently

reached and cruelly bit her : behind them he saw

riding npon a black courser, a dark-complexioned

cavalier, with fury in his countenance, and a drawn

sword in his hand, threatening her with death in

terrible and injurious terms."

Dryden has with good effect made the damsel's cry

for mercy correspond with the bite of the dogs, and

added the superstition of the relief produced by in.

voking the name of Heaven. The picture of the

knightj too, is finely heightened by the lincj

"With fiashliig flames his ardent ej'es were fill'd,"

and by the action of chearing his dogs to the chase.

It is a proof of the poet's extraordinary powers,

that he has been able to make the second representa-

tion of the Yisionary scene scarcely less impressive
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than the first ; it is aided, indeed, by the contrast

of the splendid feast preceding it, and by the pre-

sence of Honoria herself to witness it. Dryden has

much enlarged upon the original in describing the

operation of the tremendous spectacle on the lady's

mind, according to his usual practice of dwelling

difTusely upon circumstances of mental affection.

Jler looking back at every noise, and starting as if

she heard

the horsfman-ghost come tlivind'ring for his prey,"

are strokes of nature. The lesson of the talc was

probably the least part of the concern of cither

writer. Its coarse conclusion in Dryden is entirely

his own.

The Flower AND the Leaf, or the Lady in

THE Arbour, a vision, from Chaucer, possesses

in the original that degree of descriptive splendor,

Avhich limits the merit of the modern poet to little

more than improved diction and harmonious versifi-

cation. The very beautiful introductory picture of

spring, as influencing the vegetable creation, is,

howeverj Dryden's own, and displays the power of

b2



HX CRITICAL REMARKS ON

a, master to throw novelty upon a trite subject. The

progress of the buds, which at first shrink from the

cold blast, and stand *' doubting at the door of

life," till at length, filled witli the genial spirit,

they expand to the sun, and breathe out their souls

of fragrance, is delineated with exquisite fancy and

elegance.

The scenery of this vision is not less gorgeous than

that of the Knight's Talc ; and, like it, derives raost

of its brilliancy from the costume of chivalry. Dry-

den seems to riot in description of this kind, which

he decorates with all the pomp and pride of his

verse, lie professes, however, to have been at-

tracted to this tale principally by its moral, which

consists in extolling active virtue and fortitude in

comparison with inglorious ease and self-indulgence.

Yet the allegory is confused and obscure, and little

interest is attached to the action or actors.

There is no hint in Chaucer of the fairy system

adopted by Dryden for the personages in the pageant,

and which somewhat resembles the machinery in

the Rape of the Lock. Chaucer, indeed, supposes

them to have had a prior existence, and identifies

some of them as the Nine Worthies, the knights of

the Round Tablcj the " Douseperis" (twelve peers
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of Charlemagne), kc. but he does not concern him-

self to account for their appearance on the present

occasion. So far, therefore, the fiction is improved

by the modern poet.

Dryden has fallen into a singular inadvertence in

giving bows to Arthur's knights, iu which he finds

an emblematical propriety,

" For bows the strength of brawny arras imply."

The original, it is true, speaks of their " baring

bowes in their hand," but these are only the

laurel boughs mentioned in the beginning of the

description, disguised under a ditterent ortho-

graphy.

The comparison between the qualities of the leaf

and of the tlower is wrought by Dryden with much

beauty, and the moral is well pointed
;
yet the

fable upon the whole partakes of the languor usually

attached to allegory, and probably will to most

readers appear the least entertaining in the col-

lection, though certainly not the least poetical.

The keen and lively sarcasm against the priest-

hood witkVv^^ich the Wife os Bath's Tale opens,
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is found in the original author, Chaucer : but it so

well suited the disposition of his modernizer, that he

has given it with enlargements. The " midnight

parson posting o'er the green with gown tucked up

to wakes" is a figure of his own invention, by which

he doubtless meant to extend his satire to the clergy

of his own time ; but he did not reflect that the same

person could not consistently sustain the part of

Chaucer's friar, who " bids his beads both even-song

and morn."

The subsequent story is related by Dryden in a

paraphrastical manner, with free license of inven-

tion. One of his added passages is remarkable, as it

alludes to that species of apology for his own licen-

tiousness in writing, which the attacks of Collier

and others had forced from him.

" Then courts of kings were held in high renown.

Ere made the common brotliels of the town

:

There, virgins honourable vows receiv'd,

But chaste as maids in monasteries liv'd :

The king himself, to nuptial ties a slave,

Ko bad example to his poets gave :

And they, not bad but in a vicious age.

Had not, to please the prince, debauch'd the stage.
"

At this time he was, indeed, if not cured by age

and rellcctioii of his propensities, yet awed into some
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regard for decorum ; and he has taken credit in his

preface for abstaining from versifying Chaucer's

prologue to this very talc, which was afterwards one

of Pope's juvenile exercises.

The story of Midas, introduced by the way of il-

lustration, is enlivened with some humorous strokes,

notvery reverential to royalty ; for Dryden, though

accustomed to use the language of the most obse-

quious courtier, appears in his heart to have regard-

ed the distinctions of rank and birth, as they will al-

ways be looked upon by the man who is conscious

of possessing, in his own mind, something intrinsi-

cally superior to both.

In the progress of the tale, after the beldam has

agreed with the knight to furnish him with a solu-

tion of the queen's question, Dryden adds a circum-

stance of which there is no vestige in the original.

He makes her spread her mantle on the ground, and

scat the knight and herself upon it, when they are

conveyed with a wish to King Arthur's court. This

fiction, apparently borrowed from the Arabian

Nights, is not unsuitable to the fairy machinery on

which the tale is founded
;
yet it seems to injure the

final effect, by anticipating supernatural poAvers,

which should have remaiued concealed from th«
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knight till the concluding trial of his obo-

tlience.

The " long sermon," as Drydcn justly calls it, of

the bride on the wedding night, is greatly amplified

lay the modern writer, particularly with respect to

the topic of nobility. As this is also discussed at

length in the story of Sigismunda and Guiscardo,

he has thought it necessary to apologize in his

preface for the repetition, Avhich he imputes to the

fiiilurc of his memory. In the present instance he

has borrowed some thoughts from Juvenal, an

author with whom he was familiar as a translator.

The beautiful metaphor in which nobility is termed

" a long trail of light to thee descending down,"

is the product of his own fancy.

The tale of Cymon and IphiGenia, from Bocca-

eio, begins with an apologetical preface, in which

the pQct, in his own name, defends himself from the

" severe divine" who had inveighed against the li-

centiousness of his verse, and retorts upon him in a

way that displays more irritation than penitence.

His praise of virtuous love, however, is equally just

and noble, and forms a suitable prelude to a story,
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ofwhich the animating effects of that passion are

the subject.

All the incidents of the talc, as well as many of

the descriptive beauties, are copied from the Italian.

The natural circumstance of Cymon's quarter-staff,

which appears truly English, is taken from the

*' bastone in coUo" of Boccacio j but the happy

line,

" He whistled as he went for want of thought,"

is Dryden's addition. In the picture of the sleeping

nymph he has exerted his utmost skill ; and every

reader sensible to the charms of versification, will

admire the lines in which the '' fanning wind" and

the '' rising bosom" are so melodiously alternated.

The apt simile of the light running through chaos,

by which the sudden effect of love upon the sluggish

soul of Cymon is illustrated, is original in our poet;

yet it might have been suggested by the

" Ignea rima micans percurrit lumine nimbos"

of Virgil. That of the pilgrim who

"—— stands with awful eyes to watch the dawn of day."

is another of his poetical contribiitioni.
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His propensity to exaggerate in all his paintings

has led him too much to multiply epithets denoting

the stupidity of the new lover, such as " the man-

beast," " the fool of nature," " the slavering cud-

den," The miracle of creating sense in an absolute

ideot is too great for even love to effect ; and the

more modest wonder of rousing to action the latent

seeds of intellect, affords sufficient scope for the

encomiast of that passion. This, indeed, is the

light in which the change produced in Cymon is af-

terwards viewed ; for Dryden, varying a little from

the poetical imagery of the original, thus describes

the operation of the new agent in his soul

:

" What then of alter'd Cymon shall we say,

But that the fire which chok'd in ashes lay,

A load too heavy for his soul to move.

Was upward blown below, and brush'd away by love ?"

The subsequent events of the fable will not bear

a rigorous examination in a moral view, since the

sole maxim they inculcate is that every thing is lawful

to lovers. The ladies are to determine how far Dry-

den has improved the story by representing Iphigenia

as a willing prey to the ravishers, ofwhich no symptom

appears in th£ narration of Boccacio : it may, how-
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ever, be presumed, that his habitual coarseness of

sentiment, with respect to feminine attachments,

will excite their displeasure, and that they will disa-

ow the line

"She hugg'd th' offender, and forgave th' offence "

The modest Italian takes care to inform his reader,

that Cymon lost his newly-gained Iphigenia, " senza

altro haverle tolto, che alcun bascio"—having taken

nothing from her but a few kisses.

They who are acquainted with Dryden's manner

and principles will not doubt that the lively satire

on the '* rude militia raw in fields" is all his own.

When this is compared with what he has said of th<j

regular soldiers of Tancred,

" Dangerous to freedom, and desir'd alone

By kings who seek an arbitrary throne,"

in which he doubtless alluded to the guards of King

William, it will curiously exemplify the inconsisten-

cies of a party spirit.
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The sudden changes of fortune in this story

render it interesting, though its bloody catastrophe

is displeasing, and we feel a repugnance to ally the

cause of Cymon with that of Lysimachus, which

has no colour of right or justice.

By way of atonement for his perpetual rein of

satire against the clergy, Dryden has wrought with

uncommon care his Character of a good Parson",

imitated and enlarged from that of Chaucer in the

prologue to his Canterbury Tales. The features

are essentially the same as those of the original

;

nor is there one truly pastoral virtue added to the

draught of the ancient poet ; but Drydcn's has a

more sanctified air, and is more conformable to the

Roman catholic model. Chaucer is contented to

praise the patience with which he submitted to indi-

gent circumstances ; while his imitator thinks it

necessary to add the merit of voluntary abstinence :

the first makes his parson charitable to the poor ;

the second represents him as renouncing every idea

of property, and regarding all he received as part of

the public store.

The beautiful similes and illustrations with which

Dryden's portrait is interspersed, are his own, one

excepted, which alludes to the superigr degree of

I!
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lioliness required in the clerical character, thus

expressed in the original:

" And tliis figure he added yet thereto.

That if gold riistes, what shuld iren du?"

The salvo for papal power, under tlie notion of

the double reign of St. Peter's successor, is an of-

fering paid by the convert to his new faith

:

Chaucer, addicted to the principles of Wickliffe,

was not likely to give a sanction to llomish usurpa-

tion.

All the latter part of Dryden's piece is an addition,

evidently referring to the nonjuring clergy under

King William. It supports the doctrine of inde-

feasible right to the crown in the lineal heirs, and

the consequent duty of subjects to conform

to it:

" The title stood entaii'd, had Richard had a son ?"

What he stigmatizes as '^ the senseless plea of

right by providence," invented hy '^ a flattering
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priest," must allude to the injudicious defence of

William's succession to the throne, by Bishop

Burnet. Of this plea, Drydcn justly observes,

that it

" lasts no longer than the present swaj,

But justifies the next who comes in play."

His picture of the priest after he had voluntarily

quitted his benefice, extending, like a primitive

apostle, his care of souls throughout the land, is

highly interesting, and was probably drawn from

the life. Whatever be thought of the judgment or

consistency of the nonjuring clergy, it cannot be

denied that some of them were bright examples of

pious resignation under sufferings for conscience-

sake.

Such are the varied contents of this noble produc-

tion of Dryden's old age. At a similar late period

of life, Milton wrote his Paradise Lost. The two

works will bear no comparison in point of magni-

tude and grandeur
;
yet those beauties in detail, for

which alone such a design as that of renovating and

adorning ancient writings affords scope, are not less

conspicuous in Dryden's Fables, than the higher

qualities of poetry are in the master-piece of Miltoa.



dryden's fables. xxxi

All that at any time constituted the characteristic

excellence of Dryden's muse, appears in full per-

fection in these autumnal fruits ; and it is impossibla

to conceive a time whilst English poetry shall con-

tinue to be cultivated, when the harmony of

numbers and splendor of diction in these pieces,

fhall cease to inspire admiration and delight.
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PALAMON AND ARCITE;

OR,

THE KNIGHTs TALE.

IN THREE BOOKS.

BOOK I.

In days of old, there liv'd, of mighty fame,

A valiant priace ; and Theseus was his name

:

A chief, who more in feats of arms excell'd,

The rising nor the setting sun beheld.

Of Athens he was lord ; much land he won,

And added foreign countries to his crown

:

In Scythia with the warrior queen he strove,

Whom first by force he conquer'd, then by love;

lie brought in triumph back the beauteous dame,

With whom her sister, fair Emilia, came.

With honour to his home let Theseus ride,

With love to friend, and fortune for his guide,

And his victorious army at his side.

I pass their warlike pomp, their proud array.

Their shouts, their songs, their welcome on the way

:

B

}
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But were it not too long, I Avould recite

The feats of Amazons, the fatal light

Betwixt the hardy queen, and hero knight

;

The town besieg'd, and how much blood it cost

The female army, and th' Athenian host

;

The spousals of Hippolita, the queen
;

What tilts and turneys at the feast were seen
;

The storm, at their return, the ladies fear

:

But these, and other things, I must forbear.

The field is spacious I design to sow.

With oxen, far unlit to draw the plow

:

The remnant of my tale is of a length

To tire your patience, and to waste my strength;

And trivial accidents shall be forborn.

That others may hav e time to take their turn

;

As was at first cnioin'd us by mine host: "|

}
And therefore, where I left I will pursue,

This ancient story, whether false or true,

In hope it may be mended with a new.

The prince I mention'd, full of high renown,

In this array, drew near th' Athenian town
;

When in his pomp, and utmost of his pride,

Marching, he chanc'd to cast his eye aside.

And saw a choir of mourning dames, who lay

By two and two across the common way:

At his approach they rais'd a rueful cry.

And beat their breasts, and held their hands on high.

Creeping and crying, till they seiz'd at last

His courser's bridle, and his feet embrac'd.

That he, v/hose tale is best, and pleases most.

Should win his supper at our common cost.



Book I. THE knight's tale. 3

*' Tell me," said Theseus," what and whence you arc,

And why tliis funeral pageant you prepare ?

Is this the welcome of my worthy deeds,

To meet my triumph in ill omen'd weeds ?

Or envy you my praise, and would destroy

With grief my pleasures, and pollute my joy?

Or are you injur'd, and demand relief?

Name your request, and I will ease your grief."

The most in years of all the mourning train

Began (but swooned first away for pain)
;

Then scarce recover'd, spoke : " Nor envy Ave

Thy great renown, nor grudge thy victory
;

'Tis thine, O king, th' afflicted to redress.

And fame has fill'd the world with thy success:

We, wretched women, sue for that alone,

Which of thy goodness is refus'd to none:

Let fall some drops of pity on our grief,

If what we beg be just, and we deserve relief:

For none of us, who now thy grace implore,

But held the rank of sovereign queen before
;

Till, thanks to giddy chance, which never bears

That mortal bliss should last for length of years.

She cast us headlong from our high estate.

And here in hope of thy return we wait

:

And long have waited in the temple nigh,

Built to the gracious goddess Clemency.

But rev'rence thou the pow'r, whose name it bears

Relieve th' oppress'd, and wipe the wiiiow's tears.

I, wretched 1, have other fortune seen,

The wife of Capaneous, and once a queen :

B 2
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At Thebes he fell ; curst be the fatal day!

And all the rest thou seest in this array,

To make their moan, their lords in battle lost

Before that town besieg'd by our confed'rate host:

But Creon, old and impious, who commands

Tiie Theban city, and usurps the lands,

Denies the rites of fun'ral fires to those

Whose breathless bodies yet he calls his foes,

Unburn'd, unbury'd, on a heap they lie

;

Such is their fate, and such his tyranny
;

No friend has leave to bt'ar away the dead.

But with their lifeless limbs his hounds are fed."

At this she shriek'd aloud ; the mournful train

Echo'd her grief, and grov'ling on the plain

AVith groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind.

Besought his pity to their helpless kind!

The prince was touch'd, his tears began to flow,

And, as his tender heart would break in two,

lie sigh'd ; and could not but their fate deplore,

- So wretched now, so fortunate before.

Then lightly from his lofty steed he tlcAV,

And raising one by one the suppliant crew,

To comfort each, full solemnly he swore,

That by the faith which knights to knighthood bore,

And what e'er else to chivalry belongs,

lie would not cease, till he reveng'd their wrongs.

That Greece should see perform'd, what he declar'd ;

And cruel Creon find his just reward.

He said no more, but shunning all delay,

Rode on ; nor enter'd Athens on his way :
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But loft his sister and his queen behind,

And wav'd his royal banner in the wind :

Where in an Argent field the god of war

Was drawn triumphant on his iron car

;

Red was his sword, and shield, and whole attire,

And all the godhead seem'd to glow with fire;

Ev'n the ground glitter'd where the standard Hew,

And the green grass was dy'd to sanguine hue.

High on his pointed lance his pennon bore

His Cretan fight, the conquer'd Minotaure

:

The soldiers shout around with gen'rous rage,

And in that victory, their own presage.

He prais'd their ardour: inly pleas'd to see

His host the flow'r of Grecian chivalry.

All day he march'd, and all th' ensuing night;

And saw the city with returning light.

The process of the war I need not tell,

How Theseus coaquer'd and how Creoa fell:

Or after, how by storm the walls were won.

Or how the victor sack'd and buru'd the town:

How to the ladies he restor'd again

The bodies of their lords in battle slain

:

And with what ancient rites they w ere intcrr'd

;

AH these to fitter time shall be deferr'd

:

1 spare the widows' tears, their woeful cries,

And howling at their husbands' obsequies;

How Theseus at these fuu'rals did assist,

And with what gifts the mourning danics dismiss'd.

Thus when the victor chief had Crcon slain,

And conquer'd Thebes, he pitch'd upon the plaiw
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His mighty camp, and when the day return'd,

The country wasted, and the hamlets burn'd
;

And left the pillagers, to rapine bred,

Without controul to strip and spoil the dead

:

There, in aheap ofslain, among the rest [oppress'd

Two youthful knights they found beneath a load

Of slaughter'd foes, whom first to death they sent,

The trophies of their strength, a bloody monument.

Both fair, and both of royal blood they seem'd.

Whom kinsmen to the crown the heralds deem'd ;

That day in equal arms they fought for fame;

Their swords, their shields, their surcoats were the same.

Close by each other laid they press'd the ground,

Their manly bosoms pierc'd with many a grlesly wound
j

Nor well alive nor wholly dead they were,

But some faint signs of feeble life appear :

The wand'ring breath was on the m ing to part,

Weak was the pulse, and hardly heav'd the heart.

These two were sisters' sons ; and Arcitc one,

Much fam'd in fields, with valient Palamon.

.From these their costly arms the spoilers rent,

And softly both convey'd to Theseus' tent;

Whom known of Creon's line, and cur'd with care

lie to his city sent as pris'ners of the Mar,

Hopeless of ransom and condem'd to lie

In durance, doom'd a ling'ring death to die.

This done, he march'd away with warlike sound, -\

And to his Athens turu'd with laurels crown'd, I

Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd, and more
j

rcno'.vn'd. -^
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But in a tow'r, and never to be loos'd,

The woeful captive kinsmen are inclos'd.

Thus year by year they pass, and day by day.

Till once ('twas on the morn of chearful May)
^

The young Emilia, fairer to be seen

Than the fair lilly on the flow'ry green,

More fresh than May herself in blossoms new

(For Avith the rosie colour strove her hue)

Wak'd as her custom w as before the day,

To do th' observance due to sprightly May :

For sprightly May commands our youth to keep

The vigils of her night, and break their sluggard sleep :

Each gentle breast with kindly warmth she moves.

Inspires new flames, revives extinguish'd loves

;

In this remembrance Emily ere day

Arose, and dress'd herself in rich array ;

Fresh as the month, and as the morning fair:

Adown her shoulders fell her length of hair :

A ribband did the braided tresses bind;

The rest was loose, and wanton'd iu the wind :

Aurora had but newly chas'd the night.

And purpled o'er the sky with blushing light,

When to the garden-walk she took her way, 1

To sport and trip along in cool of day.

And oiler maiden vows in honour of the May.

At every turn, she made a little stand,

And thrust among the thorns her lilly hand

To draw the rose, and ev'ry rose she drew

She shook the stalk, and brush'd away the dew

Then party-colour'd ilow'rs of white and ri-d

J



8 PALAMON AND ARCITE ; OK, Book I.

She wove, to make a garland for her head

:

This done, she sung and caroU'd out so clear,

That men and angels might rejoice to hear.

Ev'n wond'ring Philomel forgot to sing
;

And learn'd from her to welcome in the spring.

The tow'r, of which before was mention made,

Within whose keep the captive knights were laid.

Built of a large extent, and strong withal.

Was one partition of the palace wall:

The garden was enclos'd, within the square,

Where young Emilia took the morning air.

It happen'd, Palamon, the pris'uer knight,

Restless for woe, arose before the light.

And with his jailor's leave desir'd to breathe

An air more wholesome than the damps beneath.

This granted, to the tow'r he took his way,

Cheer'd m ith the promise of a glorious day :

ThLMi cast a languishing regard around, ~j

And saw with hateful eyes the temples crown'd >

With golden spires, and all the hostile ground. J

He sigh'd, and turn'd his eyes, because he knew

'Twas but a larger jail he had in view :

Then look'd below, and from the castle's height

Beheld a nearer and more pleasing sight

:

The garden, which before he had not seen, >

In spring's new liv'ry clad of white and green I

Fresh llow'rs in wide parterres, and shady walks
j

between. -'

This view'd, but not enjoy 'd, with arms across

Jle stood, reflecting on his country's loss
;
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Himself an object of the public scorn,

And often wish'd he never had been born.

At last (for so his destiny requir'd)

With walking giddy, and with thinking tir'd.

He thro' a little window cast his sight,

Tho' thick of bars, that gave a scanty light

:

But ev'n that glimmering serv'd him to descry

Th' inevitable charms of Emily.

Scarce had he seen, but seiz'd with sudden smart,

Stung to the quick, he felt it at his heart

;

Struck blind with overpow'ring light he stood,

Then started back amaz'd, and cry'd aloud.

Young Arcite heard ; and up he ran with haste.

To help his friend, and in his arms embrac'd

;

Aid ask'd him why he look'd so deadly wan.

And whence, and ho%v his change of cheer began ?

Or who had done th' oflfence? " But if," said he,

" Your grief alone is hard captivity
;

For love of heav'n, with patience undergo

A cureless ill, since fate will have it so

:

So stood our horoscope in chains to lie,

And Saturn, in the dungeon of the sky,

Or other baleful aspect, rul'd our birth,

When all the friendly stars were under earth

:

What e'er betides, by destiny 'tis done.

And better bear like men, than vainly seek to shua.'*

" Nor of my bonds," said Palamon again,

" Nor of unhappy planets I complain
;

But when my mortal anguish caus'd my cry.

That momeat I w as hurt thro' either eye ;
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Pierc'd with a random shaft, I faint awaj,

And perish with insensible decay :

A glance of some new goddess gave the wound, -"

Whom, like Actseon, unaware I found.

Loo\ how she walks along yon shady space, "j

Not Juno moves with more majestic grace
;

l

And all the Cyprian Queen is in her face. J

If thou art Venus, (for thy charms confess

That face was forra'd in heav'n) nor art thou less,

Disguis'd in habit, undisguis'd in shape,

O help us captives from our chains to 'scape

;

But if our doom be past in bonds to lie

For life, and in a loathsome dungeon die,

Then be thy wrath appeas'd with our disgrace,

And shew compassion to the Theban race,

Oppress'd by tyrant pow'r !" While yet he spoke,

Arcite on Emily had fix'd his look

;

The fatal dart a ready passage found.

And deep within his heart infix'd the wound

:

So that if Palamon were wounded sore,

Arcite v»as hurt as much as he or more

:

Then from his inmost soul he sigh'd, and said,

" The beauty I behold has struck me dead

:

Unknowingly she strikes, and kills by chance

;

Poison is in her eyes, and death in ev'ry glance.

O ! I must ask ; nor ask alone, but move

Her mind to mercy, or must die for love!"

Thus Arcite. And thus Palamon replies,

(Eager his tone, and ardent were his eyes :) -—
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" Speak'st thou in earnest, or in jesting vein ?" "j

" Jesting," said Arcite, " suits but ill with pain."
|-

*' It suits far worse (said Palamon again, J

And bent his brows) with men who honour weigh, -

Their faith to break, their friendship to betray ;

But worst with thee, of noble lineage born,

My kinsman, and in arras my brother sworn.

Have we not plighted each our holy oath.

That one shou'd be the common good of both ?

One soul shou'd both inspire, and neither prove

His fellow's hindrance in pursuit of love ?

To this before the gods we gave our hands,

And nothing but our death can break the bands..

This binds thee, then, to farther my design
;

As I am bound by vow to farther thine

:

Nor canst, nor dar'st thou, traitor, on the plain

Appeach my honour, or thy own maintain,

Since thou art of my council, and the friend

Whose faith I trust, and on whose care depend :

And wou'dst thou court my lady's love, which I

Much rather than release, would chuse to die !

But thou, false Arcite, never shalt obtain

Thy bad pretence ; I told thee first my pain :

For first my love began ere thine was born
;

Thou, as my council, and my brother svvoru,

Art bound t' assist my eldership of right.

Or justly to be deem'd a perjur'd knight.

Thus Palamon. But Arcite, with disdain,

In haughty language thus reply'd again:
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*' Forsworn thyself: The traitor's odious name

I first return, and then disprove thy claim.

If love be passion, and that passion nurst

With strong desires, I lov'd the lady first.

Canst thou pretend desire, whom zeal inflam'd

To worship, and a pow'r celestial nam'd ?

Thine was devotion to the blest above,

I saw the woman, and desir'd her love;

First own'd my passion, and to thee commend

Th' important secret, as my chosen friend.

Suppose (which yet I grant not) thy desire

A moment elder than my rival fire

;

Can chance of seeing first thy title prove?

And knowst thou not, no law is made for love?

Law is to things which to free choice relate

;

Love is not in our choice, but in our fate

;

Laws are but positive : Love's pow'r, we sec.

Is nature's sanction, and her first decree.

Each day we break the bond of human laws

For love, and vinilioate the common cause.

Laws for defence of civil rights arc plac'd.

Love throws the fences down, and makes a general

waste

:

Maids, widows, wives, without distinction fall

;

The sweeping deluge, love, comes on, and covers all

If then the Jaws of friendship I transgress,

1 keep the greater, while 1 break the less
;

And both are mad alike, since neither can possess

Both hopeless to be ransom'd, never more

To sec the sun, but as he passes o'er."

,}



Book I. THE knigut's tale. 13

Like ^sop's hounds contending for the bone,

Each pleaded right, and wou'd be lord alone :

The fruitless fight continu'd all the day
;

A cur came by, and snatch'd the prize away

:

As courtiers therefore justle for a grant,

And when they break their friendship, plead their

want,

** So thou, if fortune will thy suit advance,

Love on ; nor envy me my equal chance

:

For 1 must love, and am resolv'd to try

My fate, or, failing in th' adventure, die!"

Great was their strife, which hourly was renew'd,

Till each with mortal hate his rival view'd :

Now friends no more, nor walking hand in hand;

But when they met, they made a surly stand;

And glar'd like angry lions as they pass'd.

And wish'd that ev'ry look might be their last.

It chanc'd, at length, Pirithous came, t' attend

This worthy Theseus, his familiar friend :

Their love in early infancy began.

And rose as childhood ripen'd into man.

Companions of the war ; and lov'd so well, ")

That when one dy'd, as ancient stories tell, l

His fellow, to redeem him, went to hell. J

But to pursue my tale ; to welcome home
His warlike brother is Pirithous come:

Arcite of Thebes was known in arms long since,

And honour'd by this young Thessalian prince.

Theseus, to gratify his friend and guest.

Who made our Arcite's freedom his request^
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Restor'd to liberty the captive knight,

But on these hard conditions I recite :

That if hereafter Arcite should be found

Within the compass of Athenian ground,

By day or night, or on whate'er pretence.

His head should pay the forfeit of th' oiFence.

To this, Pirithous, for his friend, agreed.

And on his promise was the pris'ner freed.

Unpleas'd and pensive hence he takes his way,

At his own peril ; for his life must pay.

Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter fate,

Finds his dear purchase, and repents too late ?

" What have I gain'd," he said, " in prison pent,

If I but change my bonds for banishment ?

And banish'd from her sight, I suffer more

In freedom, than I felt in bonds before

;

Forc'd from her presence, and condemn'd to live

:

Unwelcome freedom, and unthank'd reprieve:

Heav'n is not but where Emily abides.

And where she's absent, all is hell besides.

Next to my day of birth, was that accurst

Which bound my friendship to Pirithous first:

Had I not known that prince, I still had been

In bondage, and had still Emilia seen :

For tho' I never can her grace deserve,

'Tis recompense enough to see and serve.

O Palamon, my kinsman and my friend,

IIow much more happy fates thy love attend

!

Thine is th' adventure; thine the victory:

Well has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee

:
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Thou on that angel's face may'st feed thy eyes,

In prison, no ; but blissful paradise

!

Thou daily seest that sun of beauty shine,

And lov'st at least in love's extremest line.

I mourn in absence, love's eternal night

:

And who can tell but since thou hast her sight,

And art a comely, young, and valiant knight.

Fortune (a various pow'rj may cease to frown,

And by some ways unknown thy wishes crown

But I, the most forlorn of human-kind,

Nor help can hope, nor remedy can find
;

But doom'd to drag my loathsome life in care,

For my reward, must end it in despair.

Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fates

That governs all, and heav'n that all creates,

Nor art, nor nature's hand can ease my grief;

Nothing but death, the wretch's last relief:

Then farewell, youth, and all the joys that dwell

With youth and life, and life itself, farewell

!

" But why, alas I do mortal men in vain

Of fortune, fate, or Providence complain ?

God gives us what he knows our wants require,

And better things than those Avhich we desire

:

Some pray for riches ; riches they obtain

;

But watch'd by robbers, for their wealth are slain

:

Some pray from prison to be freed ; and come.

When guilty of their vows, to fall at home;

Murder'd by those they trusted with their life,

A favour'd servant, or a bosom wife.
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Such dear-bought blessings happen ev'ry day,

Because we know not for what things to pray
;

Like drunken sots about the streets wc roam

:

Well knows the sot he has a certain home,

Yet knows not how to find th' uncertain place,

And blunders on, and staggers ev'ry pace.

Thus all seek happiness ; but few can find,

For far the greater part of men are blind.

This is my case, who thought our utmost good

Was in one word of freedom understood :

The fatal blessing came : from prison free,

I starve abroad, and lose the sight of Emily 1"

Thus Arcite ; but if Arcite thus deplore

His suft^'rings, Palamon yet suffers more.

For when he knew his rival freed and gone,

He swells with wrath ; he makes outrageous moan :

He frets, he fumes, he stares, he stamps the ground

;

The hollow tow'r with clamours rings around:

With briny tears he bath'd his fetter'd feet,

And dropp'd all o'er with agony of sweat.

*' Alas I" he cry'd, " I wretch in prison pine,

Too happy rival, while the fruit is thine:

Thou liv'st at large, thou draw'st thy native air,

Pleas'd with thy freedom, proud of my despair

:

Thou may'st, since thou hast youth and couragejoin'd,

A sweet behaviour, and a solid mind,

Assemble ours, and all the Theban race,

To vindicate on Athens thy disgrace.

And after (by some treaty made) possess

Fair Emily, the pledge of lasting peace.
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So thine shall be the beauteous prize, while I

Must languish in despair, in prison die.

Thus all th' advantage of the strife is thine,

Thy portion double joys, and double sorrows mine."

The rage of jealousy then fir'd his soul.

And his face kindl'd like a burning coal

;

Now cold despair, succeeding in its stead.

To livid paleness turns the glowing red.

His blood scarce liquid, creeps within his veins,

Like water which the freezing wind constrains.

Then thus he said : " Eternal deities,

Who rule the world with absolute decrees,.

And write whatever time shall bring to pass

With pens of adamant, on plates of brass ;

What, is the race of human kind your care,

Beyond what all his fellow-creatures are ?

He, with the rest, is liable to pain.

And, like the sheep, his brother beast, is slain.

Cold, hunger, prisons, ills without a cure.

All these he must, and guiltless oft, endure:

Or does your justice, pow'r, or prescience fail,

When the good suffer, and the bad prevail ?

What worse to wretched virtue could bcfallj

If fate or giddy fortuae govern'd all ?

Nay, worse than other beasts is our estate
;

Them, to pursue their pleasures, you create;

We, bound by harder laws, must curb our will,

And your commands, not our desires, fulfil j

c
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Then, when the creature is unjustly slain.

Yet, after death at least, he feels no pain
;

But man, in life surcharg'd with woe before,

Not freed, when dead, is doom'd to suffer more.

A serpent shoots his sting at unaware
;

An ambush'd thief forelays a traveller

;

The man lies murder'd, while the thief and snake,

One gains the thickets, and one thrids the brake.

This let divines decide ; but well I know,

Just, or unjust, I have my share of woe.

Through Saturn, seated in a luckless place,

And Juno's wrath, that persecutes my race;

Or Mars and Venus in a quartile, move

My pangs of jealousy for Arcite's love!"

Let Palamon, oppress'd in bondage, mourn,

While to his exil'd rival we return.

By this the sun, declining from his height,

The day had shorten'd to prolong the night:

The lengthen'd night gave length of misery

Both to the captive lover and the free.

For Palamon, in endless prison mourns,

And Arcite forfeits life if he returns.

The banish'd never hopes his love to sec,

Nor hopes the captive lord his liberty :

'Tis hard to say, who suffers greater pains,

One sees his love, but cannot break his chains:

One free, and all his motions uncontroul'd,

Beholds whate'cr he wou'd, but Avhat he wou'd

behold.
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Judge as you please, for I will haste to tell,

What fortune to the banish'd knight befel.

When Arcite was to Thebes return'd again.

The loss of her he lov'd renew'd his pain

;

AVhat could be worse, than never more to see

Ilis life, his soul, his charming Emily?

He rav'd with all the madness of despair.

He roar'd, he beat his breast, he tore his hair.

Dry sorrow in his stupid eyes appears,

For wanting nourishment, he wanted tears

:

His eye-balls in their hollow sockets sink.

Bereft of sleep, he Joaths his meat and drink.

He withers at his heart, aad looks as wan
As the pale spectre of a murder'd man :

That pale turns yellow, and his face receive*

The faded hue of sapless boxen leaves

:

In solitary groves he makes his moan,

Walks early out, and ever is alone.

Nor mix'd in mirth, in youthful pleasure shares,

But sighs, when songs and instruments he hears

:

His spirits are so low, his voice is drown'd, i

He hears as from afar, or in a swoon, ,

Like the deaf murmurs of a distant sound: J

Uncomb'd his locks, and squalid his attire.

Unlike the trim of love and gay desire
;

But full of museful mopings, which presage

The loss of reason, and conclude in rage.

This, when he had cndur'd a year or more,

Now wholly chang'd from what he was before,

c2
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It happen'd once, that slumb'ring as he lay.

He dreamt (his dream began at break of day)

That Hermes o'er his head in air appear'd.

And with soft words his drooping spirits cheer'd :

His hat, adorn'd with Avings, disclosed the god,

And in his hand he bore the sleep-compelling rod

:

Such as he seem'd, when at his sire's command

On Argus' head he laid the snaky wand.

*' Arise !" he said, " to conqu'ring Athens go^

There fate appoints an end of all thy woe !"

The fright awakcn'd Arcite with a start, ' \

Against his bosom bounc'd his heaving heart;

But soon he said, with scarce recover'd breath,

" And thither will I go, to meet my death,

Sure to be slain ; but death is my desire.

Since in Emilia's sight I shall expire !"

By chance he spy'd a mirror while he spoke,

And gazing there beheld his alter'd look

;

Wond'ring, he saw his features and his hue

So much were chang'd, that scarce himself he knew.

A sudden thought then starting in his mind,

'* Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find.

The world may search in vain with all their eyes,

But never penetrate through this disguise.

Thanks to the change which grief and sickness give,

In low estate 1 may securely live.

And see, unknown, my mistress day by day."

He said ; and cloath'd himself in coarse array :

A lab' ring hind in shew ; then forth he went,

And to th' Athenian tow'rs his journey bent:
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One squire attended, in the same disguise,

Made conscious of his master's enterprize.

Arriv'd at Athens, soon he came to court,

Unknown, unquestion'd, in that thick resort;

Proft"'ring for hire his service at the gate,

To drudge, draw M^ater, and to run or wait.

So fair befel him, that for little gain

He serv'd at first Emilia's chamberlain;

And watchful all advantages to spy.

Was still at hand, and in his master's eye

;

And as his bones were big, and sinews strong,

Refus'd no toil that could to slaves belong

;

But from deep wells with engines water drew,

And us'd his noble hands the wood to hew.

He pass'd a year at least, attending thus

On Emily, and call'd Philostratus.

But never was there man of his degree

So much esteem'd, so well belov'd as he.

So gentle of condition was he known.

That through the court his courtesy was blown

:

All think him worthy of a greater place,

And recommend him to the royal grace

;

That exercis'd within a higher sphere,

His virtues more conspicuous might appear.

Thus, by the gen'ral voice, was Arcite prais'd,

And by great Theseus to high favour rais'd
;

Among his menial servants first enroll'd,

And largely entertain'd with sums of gold

:

Besides what secretly from Thebes was sent,

Of his own income, and his annual rent

;
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This well cmploy'd, he purchas'd friends and fame,

But cautiously conceal'd from whence it came.

Thus, for three years, he liv'd with large increase,

In arms, of honour, and esteem, in peace

;

To Theseus' person he Avas ever near,

And Theseus, for his virtues, held him dear.
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NV IIILE Arclte lives in bliss, the story turns

Where hopeless Palamon in prison mourns.

For six long years imomr'd, the captive knight

Had dragg'd his chains, and scarcely seen the light;

Lost liberty and love at once he bore
;

His prison pain'd him much, his passion more :

Nor dares he hope his fetters to remove,

Nor ever wishes to be free from love.

But when the sixth revolving year Mas run,

And May, within the Twins, receiv'd the sun,

Were it by chance, or forceful destiny.

Which forms in causes first whate'er shall be,

Assisted by a friend, one moonless night,

This Palamon from prison took his flight

:

A pleasant beverage he prepar'd before,

Pf wine and honey mix'd, with added store
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Of opium : to his keeper this he brought,

Who swallow'd, uaware, the sleepy draught,

And snor'd secure 'till morn, his senses bound
]

In slumber, and in long oblivion drown'd. j

Short was the night, and careful Palamon
Sought the next covert ere the rising sun.

A thick spread forest near the city lay, -|

To this, with lengthen'd strides, he took his way, I

(For far he cou'd not fly, and fear'd the day.) J

Safe from pursuit, he meant to shun the light, l

Till the brown shadows of the friendly night t

To Thebes might favour his intended flight. J

When to his country come, his next design

Was all the Theban race in arms to join,

And war on Theseus, till he lost his life.

Or Avon the beauteous Emily to wife.

Thus, while his thoughts the ling'ring day beguile.

To gentle Arcite let us turn our style
;

Who little dreamt how nigh he was to care,

Till treach'rous fortune caught him in the snare.

The morning lark, the messenger of day,

Saluted in her song the morning gray
;

And soon the sun arose, with beams so bright.

That all th' horizon laugh'd to see the joyous sight;

He, with his tepid rays, the rose renews,

And licks the drooping leaves, and dries the dews ;

When Arcite left his bed, resolv'd to pay

Observance to the month of merry May :

Forth on his fiery steed betimes he rode,

That scarcely prints the turf on which he trod :
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At ease he seem'd, and prancing o'er tlie plains,

Turn'd only to the grove his horse's reins,

The grove I nam'd before ; and lighted there,

A woodbind garland sought to crown his hair

;

Then turn'd his face against the rising day,

And rais'd his voice to welcome in the May.
" For thee, sweet month, the groves green liv'ries

wear.

If not the first, the fairest of the year t

For thee the Graces lead the dancing Hours,

And Nature's ready pencil paints the flow'rs :

When thy short reign is past, the fev'rish sun

The sultry tropic fears, and moves more slowly on.

So may thy tender blossoms fear no blight.

Nor goats, with venom'd teeth, thy tendrils bite.

As thou shalt guide my wand'ring feet to find

The fragrant greens I seek, ray brows to bind."

His vows address'd, vithin the grove he stray'd, ^

Till fate, or fortune, near the place convey'd I

His steps where secret Palamon was laid. J

Full little thought of him the gentle knight,
^

Who, flying death, had there conceai'd his flight, I

In brakes and brambles hid, and shunning mortal
j

sight; J

And less he knew him for his hated foe,

But fear'd him as a man he did not know.
But as it has been said of ancient years.

That fields are full of eyes, and woods have ears ;

For this the wise are ever on their guard.

For, unforeseen, they say, is unprepar'd.
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Uncautious Arcite thought himself alone,

And, less than all, suspected Palamon
;

Who, list'ning, heard him, while he search'd the grove,

And loudly sung his roundelay of love.

But on the sudden stopp'd, and silent stood,

(As lovers often muse and change their mood

;

Now high as heav'n, and then as low as hell

;

Now up, now down, as buckets in a well

:

For Venus, like her day, will change her cheer,

And seldom shall Ave see a Friday clear.)

Thus Arcite having sung, Avith altcr'd hue

Sunk on the ground, and from his bosom drew

A desp' rate sigh, accusing heav'n and fate.

And angry Juno's unrelenting hate.

" Curs'd be the day when first I did appear; "j

Let it be blotted from the calendar,
J-

Lcst it pollute the month, and poison all the year. J

Still will the jealous queen pursue our race?

Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was :

Yet ceases not her hate : for all who come

From Cadmus, are involved in Cadmus' doom.

I sufter for my blood : unjust decree I

That punishes another's crime on me.

In mean estate I serve my mortal foe,

The man who caus'd my country's overthrow.

This is not all ; for Juno, to my shame.

Has forc'd me to forsake my former name ',

Arcite I was, Philostratus I am.

That side of heaven is all my enemy :

Mars ruin'd Thebes j his mother ruin'd me.

}
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Of all the royal race remains but one

Beside myself, th' unhappy Palamon,

Whom Theseus holds in bonds, and will not free

;

Without a crime, except his kin to me.

Yet these, and all the rest, I cou'd endure

;

But love's a malady without a cure

:

Fierce love has pierc'd me with his fiery dart.

He fires within, and hisses at my heart.

Your eyes, fair Emily, my fate pursue^

I suffer for the rest, I die for you.

Of such a goddess no time leaves record,

Who burn'd the temple where she was ador'd

;

And let it burn, I never will complain,

Pleas'd with my sufPrings, if you knew my pain."

At this a sickly qualm his heart assail'd,

His ears ring inward, and his senses fail'd.

No word miss'd Palamon of all he spoke.

But soon to deadly pale he chang'd his look

:

He trembled ev'ry limb, and felt a smart,

As if cold steel had glided through his heart

;

Nor longer staid, but starting from his .place,

Discover'd stood, and shew'd his hostile face :

*' False traitor Arcite ! traitor to thy blood,

Bound by thy sacred oath to seek my good,

Now art thou found forsworn, for Emily ;

And dar'st attempt her love, for whom I die.

So hast thou cheated Theseus with a wile.

Against thy vow, returning to beguile

Under a borrow'd name : as false to me,

So false thou art to him who set thee free

:
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But rest assur'd, that either thou shalt die,

Or else renounce thy claim in Emily

:

For though unarra'd I am, and (freed by chance)

Am here without my sword, or pointed lance

:

Hope not, base man, iinqucstion'd hence to go,

For I am Palamon, thy mortal foe."

Arcite, who heard this tale, and knew the man,

His sword unsheath'd, and fiercely thus began :

'' Now, by the gods, who govern heav'n above,

Wert thou not weak with hunger, mad with love,

That word had been thy last, or in this grove

This hand should force thee to renounce thy love.

The surety which I gave thee, I defie : "|

Fool, not to know that love endures no tie,
J

And Jove but laughs at lovers' perjury. J

Know, I will serve the fair in thy despite

;

But since thou art my kinsman, and a knight,

Here, have my faith ; to-morrow, in this grove.

Our arms shall plead the titles of our love

:

And heav'n so help my right, as I alone

Will come, and keep the cause and quarrel bath

unknown

;

With arms of proof both for myself and thee

;

Chuse thou the best, and leave the worst to me.

And, that at better ease thou may'st abide.

Bedding and cloaths I will this night provide,

And needful sustenance, that thou may'st be

A conquest better won, and worthy nie."

His promise Palamon accepts ; but pray'd,

To keep it better than the first he made.
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Thus fair they parted till the morrow's dawn,

For each had laid his plighted faith to pawn.

Oh love! Thou sternly dost thy pow'r maintain, -»

And wilt not bear a rival in thy reign, t

Tyrants and thou all fellowship disdain. J

This was in Arcite prov'd, and Palamon,

Both in despair, yet each would love alone.

Arcite return'd, and, as in honour ty'd,

His foe with bedding and with food supply'd
;

Then, ere the day, two suits of armour sought,

Which, borne before him, on his steed he brought i

Both were of shining steel, and wrought so pure,

As might the strokes of two such arms endure.

Now, at the time, and in th' appointed place,

The challenger and challeng'd, face to face.

Approach ; each other from afar they knew.

And from afar their hatred ehang'd their hue.

So stands the Thracian herdsman with his spear,

Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear.

And hears him rustling in the wood, and sees

His course at distance by the bending trees

;

And thinks, here comes my mortal enemy.

And either be must fall in light, or I :

This, while he thinks, he lifts aloft his dart; >

A gen'rous chilness seizes ev'ry part
; }.

The veins pour back the blotnl, and fortify the heart. J
Thus pale they meet; their eyes with fury burn

;

None greets ; for none the greeting will return:

Biit in dumb surliness, each arra'd with care

His foe profest, as brother of the war :
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Then both, no moment lost, at once advance

Against each other, arm'd with sword and lance:

They lash, they foin, they pass, they strive to bore

Their corslets, and the thinnest parts explore.

Thus, two long hours, in equal arms they stood,

And wounded, wound, 'till both were bath'd in

blood;

And not a foot of ground had either got^

As if the world depended on the spot.

Fell Arcite like an angry tyger far'd,

And like a lion Palamon appear'd :

Or as two boars whom love to battle draws.

With rising bristles, and with frothy jaws,

Their adverse breasts with tusks oblique they woundj

With grunts and groans the forest rings around.

So fought the knights, and fighting must abide,

Till fate an umpire sends their ditf'rence to decide.

The pow'r that ministers to God's decrees.

And executes on earth what heav'n foresees,

Call'd providence, or chance, or fatal sway,

Comes with resistless force, and finds or makes her

way.

Nor kings, nor nations, nor united pow'r,

One moment can retard th' appointed hour :

And some one day, some wond'rous chance appears,

Which happen'd not in centuries of years :

P^or sure, whate'er we mortals hate or love.

Or hope or fear, depends on pow'rs above;

They move our appetites to good or ill.

And by foresight necessitate the will.
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In Theseus this appears ; whose youthful joy

Was beasts of chase in forests to destroy :

This gentle knight, inspir'd by jolly May,
Forsook his easy couch at early day,

And to the woods and wilds pursu'd his way.

Beside him rode Hippolita, the quee»,

And Emily, attir'd in lively green.

With horns, and hounds, and all the tuneful cry,

To hunt a royal hart within the covert nigh :

And as he follow'd Mars before, so now
He serves the goddess of the silver bow.

The way that Theseus took was to the wood
Where the two knights in cruel battle stood :

The land on which they fought, th' appointed place

In which th' uncoupled hounds began the chace.

Thither forth-right he rode to rouse the prey.

That shaded by the fern in harbour layj

And thence dislodg'd, was wont to leave the woot^.

For open fields, and cross the crystal flood.

Approach'd, and looking underneath the sun,

He saw proud Arcite and fierce Palamon

In mortal battle, doubling blow on blow ;

Like lightning flam'd their faulchioris to and fro, . ,,

And shot a dreadful gleam; so strong they strookj

There seem'd less force requir'd to fell an oak

:

He gaz'd with wonder on their equal might,

Look'd eager on, but knew not either knigiit:

Resolv'd to learn, he spurr'd his fiery steed

With goring rowels, to provoke his speed.

]
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The minute ended that began the race,

So soon he was betwixt 'em on the place
;

And with his sword unsheath'd, on pain of life

Commands both combatants to cease their strife :

Then, with imperious tone, pursues his threat;

" What are you ? Why in arms together met ?

How dares your pride presume against my laws,

As in a listed field to fight your cause,

Unask'd the royal grant ; no marshal by.

As knightly rites require; no judge to try ?"

Then Palaraon, with scarce recover'd breath.

Thus hasty spoke ;
" We both deserve the death,

And both wou'd die ; for look the world around,

A pair so wretched is not to be found.

Our life's a load ; encumber'd with the charge,

We long to set th' imprison'd soul at large.

Now as thou art a sovereign judge, decree

The rightful doom of death to him and me.

Let neither find thy grace ; for grace is cruelty.

Me first ! O kill me first ! and cure my woe

;

Then sheath the sword of justice on my foe:

Or kill him first ; for when his name is heard,

He, foremost, will receive his due reward.

Arcite of Thebes is he ! thy mortal foe,

On whom thy grace did liberty bestow
;

But first contracted, that if ever found

By day or night upon th' Athenian ground.

His liead should pay the forfeit : see return'd

The pcrjur'd knight, his oath and honour scorn'd;
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For this is he, who, with a borrow'd name,

And profor'd service, to thy palace came.

Now call'd Philostratus : retaiii'd by thee,

A traitor trusted, and in high degree,

Aspiring to the bed of beauteous Emily.

My part remains : From Thebes my birth I own,

And call myself th' unhappy Palamon.

Think me not like that man ; siuce no disgrace

Can force me to renounce the honour of my race

Know me for Svhat I am, I broke thy chain,

Nor promis'd I thy pris'ner to remain

:

The love of liberty with life is giv'n.

And life itself th' inferior gift of heav'n.

Thus without crime I fled ; but farther know,

I, with this Arcite, am thy mortal foe:

Then give me death, since I thy life pursue,

For safeguard of thyself, death is my due.

More wou'dst thou know? I love bright Emily,

And for her sake and in her sight will die

:

But kill ray rival too ; for he no less

Deserves ; and I thy righteous doom will bless, >

Assur'd, that what I lose, he never shall possess." J

To this reply'd the stern Athenian prince,

And sourly smil'd, " In owning your ofl'eace

You judge yourself, and I but keep record

In place of law, while you pronounce the word.

Take your desert, the death you have decreed
;

I seal your doom, and ratify the deed.

By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die !"

D

1
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He said ; dumb sorrow seiz'd the standers-by.

The queen above the rest, by nature good,

(The pattern form'd of perfect womanhood)
For tender pity wept : when she began,

Through the bright quire th' infectious virtue ran.

All drop'd their tears, ev'n the contended maid
;

And thus, among themselves, they softly said :

" What eyes can suffer this unworthy sight

!

Two youths of royal blood, renown'd in fight,

The mastership of heav'n in face and mind,

And lovers, far beyond their faithless kind :

See their wide streaming wounds; they neither came

For pride of empire, nor desire of fame ;

Kings fight for kingdoms, madmen for applause;

But love for love alone ; that crowns the lover's

cause."

This thought, which ever bribes the beauteous kind,

Such pity wrought in ev'ry lady's mind.

They left their steeds, and prostrate on the place,

From the fierce king implor'd th' offenders grace.

He paus'd a while, stood silent in his mood,

(For yet, his rage was boiling in his blood)

But soon his tender mind th' impression felt,

(As softest metals are not slow to melt,

And pity soonest runs in softest minds :)

Then reasons with himself ; and first he finds

His passion cast a mist before his sense,

And either made, or magnify'd th' offence.

Offence! of what 2 to whom ? Who judg'd the
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The pris'ncr freed himself by nature's laws :

Born free, he sought his right ; the man he freed

Was perjur'd, but his love excus'd the deed :

Thus pond'ring, he look'd under with his eyes,

And saw the women's tears, and heard their cries;

Which mov'd compassion more : he shook his head.

And softly sighing to himself, he said :

" Curse on th' unpard'ning prince, whom tears

can draw

To no remorse; who rules by lions law
;

And deaf to pray'rs, by no submission bow'd.

Rends all alike, the penitent and proud :"

At this, with look serene, he rais'd his head.

Reason resum'd her place, and passion fled
;

Then thus aloud he spoke: " The pow'r of love,'

In earth, and seas, and air, and heav'n above,

Rules, unresisted, with an awful nod;

By daily miracles declar'd a god :

He blinds the wise, gives eye-sight to the blind

:

And moulds and stamps anew the lover's mind.

Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon,

Freed from my fetters, and in safety gone

;

What hinder'd either, in their native soil.

At ease to reap the harvest of their toil ?

But love, their lord, did otherwise ordain.

And brought 'em in their own despite again.

To suffer death deserv'd ; for well they know,

'Tis in my pow'r, and I their deadly foe

;

The proverb holds, that to be wise and love,

Is hardly granted to the gods above.

D 2
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See how ihe madmen bleed : behold the gains

With which their master, love, rewards their pains:

For sev'n long years, on duty ev'ry day,

Lo their obedience, and their monarch's pay:-

Yet, as in duty bound, they serve him on
;

And ask the fools, they think it wisely done

:

Nor ease, nor wealth, nor lite itself regard.

For 'tis their maxim, love is love's reward.

This is not all ; the fair for whom they strove

Nor knew before, nor could suspect their love,

Nor thought, when she beheld the fight from far,

llcr beauty was th' occasion of the war.

B.it sftrc a gen'ral doom on man is past,
.

And all are fools and lovers, first or last:

This both by others, and myself I know.

For I have serv'd their sovereign, long ago.

Oft have been caught within the winding train >>

Of female snares, and felt the lover's pain,
(

And learn'd hov/ far the god can human hearts (

constrain. -'

To this remembrance, and the pray'rs of those

Who, for th' oflending warriors, interpose,

I give their forfeit lives ; on this accord.

To do me homage as their sov'reign lord

;

And as my 'lassals, to their utmost might.

Assist my person, and assert my right."

This, freely sworn, the knights their grace obtain'd ;

Then thus the king his secret thoughts explain'd

:

" If wealth, or honour, or a royal race,

Or each, or all, may win a lady's grace,
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Then either of you knights may well deserve

A princess born ; and such is she you serve

:

For Emily is sister to the crown,

And Ijut too well to both her beauty known :

But shou'd you combate till you both were dead,

Two lovers cannot share a single bed

:

As therefore both are equal in degree.

The lot of both be left to destiny.

Now hear th' award, and happy may it prove

To her, and him who best deserves her love.

Depart from hence in peace, and free as ai/,

Search the wide world, and where you please

repair

;

But on the day when this returning sun

To the same point through ev'ry sign has run,

Then each of you his hundred knights shall bring,

In royal lists, to fight before the king
;

And then, the knight whom fate or happy chance

Shall with his friends to victory advance,

And grace his arms so far in equal fight,

From out the bars to force his opposite,

Or kill, or make him recreant on the plain,

The prize of valour and of love shall gain
;

The vanquish'd party shall their claim release,

And the long jars conclude in lasting peace.

The charge be mine t' adorn the chosen ground,

The theatre of war, for champions so renown'd

;

And take the patron's place of either knight,

With eyes impartial to behold the fight;

And heav'n of me so judge, as I shall judge aright
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If both are satisfy'd with this accord,

Swear by the laws of knighthood on my sword."

Who now but Palamon exults with joy ?

And ravish'd Arcite seems to touch the sky :

The whole assembled troop w as pleas'd as well,

Extol'd th' award, and on their knees they fell

To bless the gracious king. The knights with leave

Departing from the place, his last commands receive;

On Emily with equal ardour look,

And from her eyes their inspiration took :

From thonce to Thebes' old walls pursue their way,

Each to provide his champions for the day.

It might be dccra'd on our historian's part,

Or too much negligence, or want of art.

If he forgot the vast magnilirence

Of royal Theseus, and his large expence.

lie first enclos'd for lists a level ground,

The whole circumference a mile around :

The form was circular; and all without

A trench was sunk, to moat the place about.

Within, an amphitheatre appear'd,

Rais'd in degrees ; to sixty paces rear'd :

That when a man was plac'd in one degree.

Height was alluw'd for him above to see.

Eastward was built a gate of marble white
;

The like adorn'd the western opposite.

A nobler object than his fabric was,

Rome never saw ; nor of so vast a space.

For, rich with spoils of many a conquer'd land,

All arts and artists Theseus could coumand ;
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Who sold for hire, or wrought for better fame.

The master painters, and the carvers came.

So rose within the compass of the year

An age's work, a glorious theatre.

Then o'er its eastern gate was rais'd above

A temple, sacred to the queen of love
;

An altar stood below : on either hand

A priest, with roses crown'd, who held a myrtle

wand.

The dome of Mars was on the gate oppos'd
;

And on the north a turret was enclosed.

Within the wall, of alabaster Avhite,
1

And crimson coral, for the queen of night,
y

Who takes in sylvan sports her chaste delight. J

Within these oratories might you see

Rich carvings, portraitures, and imagery

:

Where ev'ry figure to the life express'd

The godhead's pow'r to M'hora it was address'd^

In Venus' temple, on the sides were seen

The broken slumbers of enamour'd men:

Pray'rs that e'en spoke, and pity seem'd to call.

And issuing sighs that smok'd along the Mall,

Complaints, and hot desires, the lover's hell,

And scalding tears, that wore a channel where they

fell

:

And all around were nuptial bonds, the tics "i

O f love's assurance, and a train of lies,
|

That, made in lust, conclude in perjuries. j

Beauty, and youth, and wealth, and luxury,

And sprightly hope, and short-euduring joy
^
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And sorceries to raise th' infernal powers,

And sigils fram'd in planetary hours

:

Expence, and after-thought, and idle care,

And doubts of motley hue, and dark despair :

Suspicions, and fantastical surmise.

And jealousy sufl'us'd, with jaundice in her eyes,

Discolouring all she view'd, in tawny drcss'd,

Down-look'd, and with a cuckow on her fist.

Oppos'd to her, on t' other side, advance

The costly feast, the carol, and the dance,

Minstrels, and music, poetry, and play,

And balls by night, and tournaments by day.

All these were painted on the wall, and more
j

With acts and monuments of times before

:

And others added by prophetic doom,

And lovers yet unborn, and loves to come:

For there, th' Idalian mount, and Citheron,

The court of Venus, was in colours drawn :

Before the palace-gate, in careless dress,

And loose array, sat portress Idleness :

There, by the fount. Narcissus pin'd alone
;

~j

There Sampson was, with wiser Solomon, l

And all the mighty names by love undone: J

Medea's charms were there, Circean feasts.

With bowls that turn'd enamour'd youth to beasts.

Here might be seen, that beauty, wealth, and

wit,

And prowess, to the pow'r of love submit

:

The spreading snare for all mankind is laid
;

And lovers ail betray, and arc betray'd.
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The goddess self, some noble hand had wrought

;

Smiling she seem'd, and full of pleasing thought

:

From ocean as she first began to rise,

And smooth'd the ruffled seas, and clear'd the skies;

She trode the brine all bare below the breast,

And the green waves but ill conceal'd the rest

:

A lute she held ; and on her head was seen

A wreath of roses red, and myrtles green :

Her turtles fann'd the buxom air above ;

And, by his mother, stood an infant-love.

With wings unfledg'd ; his eyes were banded o'er;
^

His hands a bow, his back a quiver bore, I

Supply'd with arrows bright and keen, a deadly
J

store. -^

But in the dome of mighty Mars the red.

With dilPrent figures all the sides were spread

:

This temple, less in form, with equal grace

Was imitative of the first in Thrace :

For that cold region was the lov'd abode,

And sov'reign mansion of the warrior god.

The landscape was a forest wide and bare,

W^here neither beast nor human kind repair ;

The fowl, that scent afar, the borders tiy.

And shun the bitter blast, and wheel about the sky.

A cake of scurf lies baking on the ground,

And prickly stubs, instead of trees, are found
;

Or woods, with knots and knaresdeform'dandold;

Headless the most, and hideous to behold

:

A ratling tempest through the branches went,

That stripp'd 'em bare, and one sole way they bent.
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Heav'n froze above, severe, the clouds congeal,

And thro' the crystal vault appear'd the standing

hail.

Such was the face without, a mountain stood

Threat'ning from high, and overlook'd the wood.

Beneath the low' ring brow, and on a bent,

The temple stood of JNIars armipotent:

The frame of burnish'd steel, that cast a glare

From far, and seem'd to thaw the freezing air.

A straight long entry to the temple led.

Blind with high walls, and horror over head

:

Thence issu'd such a blast, and hollow roar.

As threaten'd from the hinge to heave the door

;

In, through that door, a northern light there shone

;

'Twas all it had, for windows there were none.

The gate was adamant ; eternal frame!

Which hew'd by Mars himself, from Indian quarries

came.

The labour of a god ; and all along

Tough iron plates were clench'd to make it strong.

A tun about Avas ev'ry pillar there;

A polish'd mirror shone not half so clear.

There saw I how the secret felon wrought, 'v

And treason lab'ring in the traitor's thought

;

I

And midwife Time the ripen'd plot to murder
j

brought. J

There, the red anger dar'd the pallid fear

;

Next stood hypocrisy, with holy leer

;

Soft-smiling, and demurely looking down,

But hid the dagger underneath the gow n

:
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Th' assassinating wife, the household fiend
;

And far the blackest there, the traitor friend.

On t'other side there stood destruction bare;

Unpunish'd rapine, and a Avaste of war.

Contest, with sharpen'd knives, in cloysters drawn,

And all with blood bespread the holy lawn.

Loud menaces were heard, and foul disgrace,
^

And bawling infamy, in language base
; |

Till sense was lost in sound, and silence fled the
j

place. -'

The slayer of himself yet saw I there.

The gore congeal'd was clotted in his hair

;

With eyes half clos'd, and gaping mouth he lay,

And grim, as when he breath'd his sullen soul away.

In midst of all the dome, misfortune sate,

And gloomy discontent, and fell debate.

And madness laughing in his ireful mood
;

And arm'd complaint on theft; and cries of blood.

There was the murder'd corpse, in corert laid,

And violent death in thousand shapes display'd :

The city to the soldiers' rage resign'd

:

Successful wars, and poverty behind :

Ships burnt in light, or forc'd on rocky shores,

And the rash hunter strangled by the boars :

The new-born babe by nurses overlaid
;

And the cook caught within the raging fire he made.

All ills of Mars's nature, flame and steel

;

The gasping charioteer beneath the wheel

Of his own car ; the ruin'd house that falls

And intercepts her lord betwixt the walls-:
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The whole division that to Mars pertains,

All trades of death that deal in steel for gains,

Were there : the butcher, armourer, and smith,

Who forges sharpen'd faulchions, or the scythe.

The scarlet conquest on a tow'r was plac'd.

With shouts, and soldiers' acclamations grac'd

:

A pointed sword hung threat'ning o'er his head,

Sustaiu'd but by a slender twine of thread.

There saw I Mars's Ides, the capitol,

The seer in vain foretelling Caesar's fall.

The last ti'iumvirs, and the wars they move,

And Anthony, who lost the world for love.

These, and a thousand more, the fane adorn

;

Their fates were painted ere the men were born,

All copied from the heav'ns, and ruling force

Of the red star, in his revolvirtg course.

The form of Mars higA on a chariot stood.

All sheath'd in arms, and gruffly look'd the god :

Two geomantic figures were display'd 1

Above his head, a warrior and a maid,* \-

One when direct, and one when retrogade. J

Tir'd with deformities of death, I haste

To the third temple of Diana chaste

;

A sylvan scene with various greens was dra^\ n.

Shades on the sides, and on the midst a lawn

:

The silver Cynthia, with her nymphs around,

Pursu'd the flying deer, the woods with horns re-

sound :

* Kubeus and Pueila.
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Calisto there stood manifest of shame,

And turn'd a bear, the northern star became:

Her son was next, and by pectiliar grace

In the cold circle held the second place :

The stag Acteon in the stream had spy'd

The naked huntress, and, for seeing, dy'd

:

His hounds, unknowing of his change, pursue

The chace, and their mistaken master slew.

Peneian Daphne too was there to see,

Apollo's love before, and now his tree

:

Th' adjoining fane th' assembl'd Greeks express'd,

And hunting of the Calydonian beast

;

Oenides' valour, and his envy'd prize;

The fatal pow'r of Atalanta's eyes

;

Diana's vengeance on the victor shown.

The murdress mother, and consuming son

;

The Volscian queen extended on the plain

;

The treason punish'd. and the traitor slain.

The rest were various huntings, well design'd.

And salvage beasts destroy'd, of ev'ry kind.

The graceful goddess was array'd in green
; ^

About her feet were little beagles seen, I

That watch'd with upward eyes the motions of
j

their queen. J

Her legs were buskin'd, and the left before, "1

In act to shoot ; a silver bow she bore, >

And at her back a painted quiver wore. J

She trod a wexing moon, that soon wou'd wane,
And drinking borrow'd light, be fili'd again

:
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With down-cast eyes, as seeming to survey

The dark dominions, her alternate sway.

Before her stood a woman in her throes,

And call'd Lucina's aid, her burthen to disclose.

All these the painter drew with such command,

That nature snatch'd the pencil from his hand, •

Asham'd and angry that his art could feign

And mend the tortures of a mother's pain.

Theseus beheld the fanes of ev'ry god,

And thought his mighty cost was well bestow'd.

So princes now their poets should regard
;

But few can write, and fewer can reward.

The theatre thus rais'd, the lists enclos'd,

And all with vast magnificence dispos'd,

We leave the monarch pleas'd, and haste to bring

The knights to combat; and their arms to sing.
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BOOK III.

1 HE day approach'd when fortune shou'd decide

Th' important enterprize, and give the bride;

For now, the rivals round the world had sought,

And each his number, well appointed, brought.

The nations far and near contend in choice.

And send the flow'r of war by public voice
j

That after, or before, were never known
Such chiefs ; as each an army seem'd alone.

Beside the champions, all of high degree,

Who knighthood lov'd, and deeds of chivalry,

Throng'd to the lists, and envy'd to behold

The names of others, not their own enroll'd.

Nor seems it strange ; for ev'ry noble knight,

Who loves the fair, and is endu'd with might,

la such a quarrel wou'd be proud to fight. }
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There breathes not scarce a man on British ground

(An isle for love, and arms of old renovvn'd)

But would have sold his life to purchase fame,

To Palamon or Arcite sent his name :

And had the land selected of the best,

Half had come hence, and let the world provide the

rest.

A hundred knights with Palamon there came.

Appro v'd in fight, and men of mighty name
;

Their arms were sev'ral, as their nations were.

But furnish'd all alike with sword and spear.

Some wore coat-armour, imitating scale
;

And next their skins were stubborn shirts of mail.

Some wore a breastplate and a light juppon,

Their horses cloth'd with rich caparison :

Some for defence would leathern bucklers use,

Of folded hides ; and others, shields of Pruoe.

One hung a pole-axe at his saddle bow.

And one a heavy mace, to stun the foe :

One for his legs and knees provided well.

With jambeux arm'd, and double plates of steel

:

This on his helmet wore a lady's glove, ^
And that, a sleeve embroider'd by his love. !

With Palamon, above the rest in place,

Lycurgus came, the surly king of Thrace ;

Black was his beard, and manly was his face

:

The balls of his broad eyes roll'd in his head,

And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a red

:

He look'd a lion with a gloomy stare,

And o'er his eye-brows hung his matted hair

:
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Big-boii'd, and large of limbs, with sinews strong,

Broad-shoiildcr'd, and his arms were round and long.

Four milk-white bulls (the Thracian use of old)

Were yok'd to draw his car of burnish'd gold.

Upright he stood, and bore aloft his shield,

Conspicuous from afar, and over-look'd the field.

His surcoat was a bear-skin on his back

;

His hair hung long behind, and glossy raven-black.

His ample forehead bore a coronet

With sparkling diamonds and with rubies set

:

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, snowy fair,^

And tall as stags, ran loose, and cours'd around
|

his chair, ^
A match for pards in flight, in grappling, for the I

bear

:

J
With golden muzzles all their mouths were bound.

And collars of the same their necks surround.

Thus thro' the fields Lycurgus took his way
;

His hundred knights attend in pomp and proud array.

To match this monarch, with strong Arcite came

Emetrius king of Inde, a mighty name.

On a bay courser, goodly to behold.

The trappings of his horse emboss'd witli barb'rous

gold.

Not Mars bestrode a steed with greater grace;

His surcoat o'er his arms was cloth of Thrace,

Adorn'd with pearls, all orient, round, and great;

His saddle was of gold, with emeralds set.

His shoulders large a mantle did attire,

With rubies thick, and sparkling as the fire

:

E
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His amber-colour'd locks in ringlets run.

With graceful negligence, and shone against the

sun.

His nose was aquiline, his eyes were blue,

Ruddy his lips, and fresh and fair his hue:

Some sprinkled freckles on his face were seen,

Whose dusk set off the whiteness of the skin:-

His awful presence did the crowd surprise.

Nor durst the rash spectator meet his eyes,

Eyes that confess'd him born for kingly sway,

So fierce, they flash'd intolerable day.

His age in nature's youthful prime appear'd.

And just began to bloom his yellow beard

;

Whene'er he spoke, his voice was heard around,

Loud as a trumpet, with a silver sound
;

A laurel wreath his temples, fresh and green,

And myrtle sprigs, the marks of love, were mix'd

between
;

Upon his fist he bore, for his delight.

An eagle well reclaim'd, and lilly-white.

His hundred knights attend him to the war,

All arm'd for battle, save their heads were bare.

Words and devices blaz'd on ev'ry shield.

And pleasing Avas the terror of the field.

For kings, and dukes, and barons you might see.

Like sparkling stars, though dift''rent in degree.

All for th' increase of arms, and love of chivalry.

Before the king tame leopards led the way,

And troops of lions innocently play

:

ee,
I



Book III. THE knight's tale. 51

So Bacchus through the conquer'd Indies rode,

And beasts in gambols frisk'd before their honest

god!

In this array the war of either side

Through Athens pass'd with military pride.

At prime, they enter'd on the Sunday morn ;

Rich tap'stry spread the streets, and flow'rs the pots

adorn.

The town was all a jubilee of feasts

:

So Theseus will'd, in honour of his guests.

Himself with open arms the king embrac'd

;

Then all the rest in their degrees were grac'd.

No harbinger was needful for the night.

For ev'ry house was proud to lodge a kuighf.

I pass the royal treat, nor must relate

The gifts bestow'd, nor how the champions sate
;

Who first, who last, or how the knights address'd

Their vows, or who was fairest at the feast

;

Whose voice, whose graceful dance, did most sur-

prise
;

Soft am'rous sighs, and silent love of eyes.

The rivals call my muse another way.

To sing their vigils for th' ensuing day.

'Twas ebbing darkness, past the noon of night.

And Phosphor, on the confines of the light,

Promis'd the sun, ere day began to spring ;
\

The tuneful lark already stretch'd her wing, I

And, flick' ring oa her nest, made short essays to
j

sing

:

J

E 2
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}

When wakeful Palamon, preventing day,

Took to the royal lists his early way,

To Venus at her lane, in her own house to pray

There falling on his knees before her shrine,

lie thus implor'd Avith pray'rs her pow'r diviner—
" Creator Venus ! genial power of love!

The bliss of men below and gods above

!

Beneath the sliding sun thou runn'st thy race,

Dost fairest shine and best become tliy place.

For thee the winds their eastern blasts forbear

;

Thy month re'veals the spring, and opens all the year.

Thee, goddess ! thee the storms of winter fly; >

Earth smiles with ilow^rs renewing; laughs the 1

sky

;

i

And birds to lays of love their tuneful notes apply. -*

For thee the lion loathes the taste of blood.

And, roaring, hunts his female through the wood:

For thee the bulls rebellow through the groves.

And tempt the streams, and snufF their absent loves.

'Tis thine whatc'er is pleasant, good, or fair

All nature is thy province, life thy care

:

Thou mad'st the world, and dost the world repair

Thou gladder of the mount of Cythcron,

Increase of Jove, companion of the sun !

If e'er Adonis touch'd thy tender heart,

Have pity, goddess, for thou know'st the smart

Alas! I have not words to tell my grief;

To vent my sorrow would be some relief:

Light sufl'rings give us leisure to complain;

We groan, but cannot speak^ in greater pain.

lir. J

I
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O goddess ! tell thyself Avhat I would say
;

Thou know'st it, and I feel too much to pray.

So grant my suit as I enforce my might,

In love to be thy champion and thy knight;

A servant to thy sex, a slave to thee,

A foe protest to barren chastity.

Nor ask I fame or honour of the field;

Nor choose I more to vanquish than to yield

:

In my divine Emilia make me blest,

Let fate or partial chance dispose the rest

:

Find thou the manner, and the means prepare;

Possession, more than conquest, is my care.

Mars is the warrior's god ; in him it lies,

On whom he favours to confer the prize

;

With smiling aspect you serenely move

In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of love.

The Fates but only spin the coarser clue

;

The finest of the wool is left for you.

Spare me but one smah portion of the twine,

And let the Sisters cut below your line

;

The rest among the rubbish may they sweep,

Or add it to the yarn of some old miser's heap.

But if yon this ambitious pray'r deny,

(A wish, I grant, beyond mortality,)

Then let me sink beneath proud Arcite's arms,

And I once dead, let him possess her charms !"

Thus ended he : then, with observance due,

The sacred incense on her altar threw

:

The curling smoke mounts heavy from the fires ; \
At length it catches flame, and in a blaze expires ;

]
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At once the gracious goddess gave the sign,

Her statue shook, and trembled all the shrine.

Pleas'd Palamon the tardy omen took
;

For, since the flames pursu'd the trailing smoke,

He knew his boon was granted : but the day

To distance driven, and joy adjourn'd with long

delay.

Now morn with rosy light had streak'd the sky,

y'
j Uprose the sun, and uprose Emily ;

Addrcss'd her early steps to Cynthia's fane,

In state, attended by her maiden train.

Who bore the vests that holy rites require,

Incense, and od'rous gums, and cover'd fire.

The plenteous horns with pleasant mead they crown,

Nor wanted aught besides in honour of the moon.

Now, while the temple smok'd with hallow'd steam,

They wash the virgin in a living stream.

The secret ceremonies I conceal,

Uncouth, perhaps unlawful, to reveal

:

But such they were as pagan use requir'd,

Perform'd by women when the men retir'd
;

Whose eyes profane, their chaste mysterious rites

Might turn to scandal or obscene delights.

Well-meaners think no harm ; but for the rest,

Things sacred they pervert, and silence is the best.

Her stiining hair, uncomb'd, was loosely spread,

A crown of mastless oak adorn'd her head.

When, to the shrine approach'd, the spotless maid

Had kindling fires on either altar laid

:
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(The rites were such as were observ'd of old,

By Statius in his Theban story told :)

Then kneeling, Avith her hands across her breast,

Thus lowly she preferr'd her chaste request :

—

*' O goddess ! haunter of the woodland green,

To whom both heav'n, and earth, and seas are seen;

Queen of the nether skies, where half the year

Thy silver beams descend and light the gloomy

sphere

;

Goddess of maids, and conscious of our hearts,

So keep me from the vengeance of thy darts.

Which Niobe's devoted issue felt.

When hissing through the skies the feather'd deaths

were dealt

:

As I desire to live a virgin life.

Nor knoM' the name of mother or of Mife.

Thy Tot'ress from my tender years I am,

And love, like thee, the woods and syhan game.

Like death, thou know'st, 1 loath the nuptial >

state,
I

And man, the tyrant of our sex, I hate, f

A lowly servant, but a lofty mate. J

Where love is duty on the female side.

On their's, mere sensual gust, and sought with surly

pride.

Now by thy triple shape, as thou art seen

In heav'n, earth, hell, and every where a queen,

Grant this, my first desire: let discord cease.

And make betwLxt the rivals lasting peace:
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Quench their hot fire, or far from me remove

The i'.ame, and turn it on some other love.

Or if my frowning stars have so decreed,

That one must be rejected, one succeed.

Make him my lord, within whose faithful breast

Is lix'd my image, and who loves me best.

But, oh ! ev'n that avert ! 1 choose it not,

But take it as the least unhappy lot.

A maid I am, and of thy virgin train;

Oh, let me still that spotless name retain

!

Frequent the forests, thy chaste will obey,

And only make the beasts of chace my prey 1"

The flames ascend on either altar clear,

While thus the blameless maid address'd her pray'r.

AVhen lo ! the burning fire, that shone so bright,

Flew off, all sudden, with extinguished light.

And left one altar dark, a little space,

Wiiich turn'd, self-kindled, and renew'd the blaze:

The other victor-flame a moment stood,

Then fell, and lifeless left th' extinguish'd wood ;

For ever lost, th' irrevocable light

Forsook the black'ning coals and sunk to night;

At either end it whistled as it flew.

And as the brands were green, so dropp'dthe (

Infected as it fell with SAveat of sanguine hue.

The maid from that ill omen turn'd her eyes,

And with loud shrieks and clamours rent the skies,

Nor knew what signify'd the boding sign,

But found thepow'rsdisplcas'dj and fear'd the wrath

divine.

idew, V

e. J
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Then shook the sacred shrine, and sudden light,

Sprung through the vaulted roof, and made the

temple bright.

The pow'r, behold ! the powV in glory shone,

By her bent bow and her keen arrows known ;

The rest, a huntress issuing from the wood.

Reclining on her cornel spear she stood;

Then gracious thus began :
—" Dismiss thy fear.

And heav'n's unchang'd decrees attentive hear :

More pow'rful gods have torn thee from my side.

Unwilling to resign, and doom'd a bride

:

The two contending knights arc weigh'd above

;

One Mars protects, and one the queen of love

;

But which the man, is in the Thund'rer's breast,

This he pronounc'd, 'tis he who loves thee best.

The tire that once extinct reviv'd again,

Forcshews the love allotted to remain.

Farewell 1" she said ; and vanish'd from the place

:

The sheaf of arrows shook, and rattled in the case.

Aghast at this, the royal virgin stood

Disclaim' d, and now no more a sister of the wood :

But to the parting goddess thus she pray'd

:

*'' Propitious still be present to my aid,

Nor quite abandon your once-favour'd maid !"

Then, sighing, she return'd ; but smil'd betwixt, \

With hopes and fears, and joys with sorrows mixt.

)

The next returning planetary hour

Of Mars, who shar'd the heptarchy of pow'r.

His steps bold Arcite to the temple bent,

T' adore with pagan rites the pow'r armipotent

;

}
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Then prostrate low before his altar lay,

And rais'd his manly voice, and thus began to pray:

" Strong God of Arms, whose iron sceptre sways

The freezing north and Hyperborean seas,

And Scythian colds, and Thracia's winter coast,

Where stand thy steeds, and thou art honour'd most

:

There most ; but ev'ry where thy poAv'r is known.

The fortune of the fight is all thy own :

Terror is thine, and wild amazement flung

From out thy chariot, withers e'en the strong
;

And disarray and shameful rout ensue.

And force is added to the fainting crew.

Acknowledg'd as thou art, accept my pray'r :

If aught I have atchiev'd deserve thy care
;

If, to my utmost pow'r, with sword and shield, "]

I dar'd the death, unknowing how to yield, [

And, falling in my rank, still kept the field

;

J

Then let my arms prevail, by thee sustain'd,

That Emily by conquest may be gain'd.

Have pity on my pains ; nor those unknown

To Mars, which, when a lover, were his own.

Venus, the public care of all above,

Thy stubborn heart has softened into lo\e :

Now, by her blandishments and pow'rful charms.

When, yielded, she lay curling in thy arms
;

Ev'n by thy shame, if shame it may be call'd,

When Vulcan had thee in his net enthrall'd

;

O envy'd ignominy ! sweet disgrace

!

When ev'ry god that saw thee wish'd thy place!

By those dear pleasures, aid my arms in figlit,

And mako me oonquer in 'ny palron's right:
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For I am young, a novice in the trade,

The fool of love, unpractis'd to persuade
;

And want the soothing arts that catch the fair,

But, caught myself, lie struggling in the snare

:

And she I love or laughs at all my pain,

Or knows her worth too well, and pays me with

disdain.

For sure I am, unless I win in arms.

To stand excluded from Emilia's charms :

Nor can my strength avail, unless by thee

Endu'd with force, I gain the victory

:

Then for the fire which warm'd thy gen'rous hearty

Pity thy subject's pains and equal smart

:

So be the morrow's sweat and labour mine;

The palm and honour of the conquest thine.

Then shall the war, and stern debate, and strife

Immortal, be the bus'ness of my life;

And in thy fane, the dusty spoils among,

Pligh on the burnish'd roof my banner shall be hung,

Rank'd with my champions' bucklers, and below,

With arms revers'd, th' atchievements of my foe

:

And while these limbs the vital spirit feeds.

While day to night, and night to day succeeds,

Thy smoking altars shall be fat with food

Of incense, and the grateful steam of blood;

Burnt ofF'rings morn and ev'ning shall be thine,

And fires eternal in thy temple shine.

The bush of yellow beard, this length of hair,

Which from my birth inviolate I bear,
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Guiltless of steel, and from the razor free,

Shall fall, a plenteous crop, reserv'd for thee.

So may my arms with victory be blest,

I ask no more, let fate dispose the rest !"

The champion ccas'd : there follow'd in the close

A hollow groan ; a murm'ring wind arose;

The rings of iron that on the doors were hung

Sent out a jarring sound, and harshly rung
;

The bolted gates flew open at the blast

;

The storm rush'd in ; and Arcite stood aghast

!

The flames w ere blown aside, yet shone they bright,

Fann'd by the wind, and gave a ruflled light.

Then from the ground a scent began to rise,

Sweet smelling, as accepted sacrifice :

This omen pleas'd ; and, as the flames aspire,

With od'rous incense Arcite heaps the fire

:

Nor wanted hymns to Mars, or heathen charms ;

At length the nodding statue clash'd his arms,

And with a sullen sound and feeble cry,

Half sunk and half pronounc'd the word of victory.

For this, with soul devout, he thank'd the god,

And, of success secure, return'd to his abode.

These vows, thus granted, rais'd a strife abovcp

Betwixt the God of War and Queen of Love.

She granting first, had right of time to plead

;

But he had granted too, nor would recede.

Jove was for Venus, but he fear'd his wife,

And seem'd unwilling to decide the strife

;

Till Saturn from his leaden throne arose.

And found a way the diff'rence to compose

:
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Though sparing of his grace, to mischief bent,

He seldom does a good with good intent.

Wayward, but wise ; by long experience taught

;

To please both parties, for ill ends, he sought

:

For this advantage age from youth has won,

As, not to be outridden, though outrun.

By fortune he \yas now to Venus trin'd,

And with stern Mars in Capricorn was join'd:

Of him disposing in his own abode,

He sooth'd the goddess while he gull'd the god :

—

" Cease, daughter to complain, and stint the strife.

Thy Palamon shall have his promis'd wife

;

And Mars, the lord of conquest, in the fight,

With palm and laurel shall adorn his knight.

Wide is my course, nor turn I to my place

Till length of time, and move with tardy pace.

Man feels me when I press th' ethereal plains
j

My hand is heavy, and the wound remains.

Mine is the shipwreck, in a wat'ry sign

;

And in an earthy, the dark dungeon mine.

Cold shivering agues, melancholy care, -s

And bitter blasting winds, and poison'd air, I

Are mine, and wilful death, resulting from dc-
j

spair. -*

The throttling quinsey 'tis my star appoints,

And rheumatisms I send to rack the joints.

When churls rebel against their native prince,

I arm their hands and furnish the pretence

;

And, housing in the lion's hateful sign,

Bought senates and deserting troops are min^.
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Mine is the privy pois'ning ; I command

Unkindly seasons and ungrateful land

;

By me kings' palaces are push'd to ground,

And miners crush'd beneath their mines are found

;

'Twas I slew Sampson, when the pillar'd hall

Fell down, and crush'd the many with the fall

:

My looking is the sire of pestilence,

That sweeps at once the people and the prince.

Now weep no more, but trust thy grandsire's art;

Mars shall be plcas'd, and thou perform thy part.

'Tis ill, though ditlerent your complexions are,

The family of heav'n for men should Avar."

Th' expedient pleas'd, Avhere neither lost his right

:

Mars had the day, and Venus had the night.

The management they left to Chronos' care

:

Now turn we to th' effect, and sing the war.

In Athens all was pleasure, mirth, and play,

All proper to the spring and sprightly May ;

Which ev'ry soul inspir'd with such delight,

'Twas justing all the day, and love at night.

Heav'n smil'd, and gladded was the heart of man
;

And Venus had the world as when it first began.

At length in sleep their bodies they compose,

And dreamt the future light, and early rose.

Now scarce the dawning day began to spring,

As, at a signal giv'n, the streets with clamours ring

;

At once the crowd arose ; confus'd and hi

Ev'n from the heav'ns, was heard a shoutin^

For Mars was early up, and rous'd the sky.

ngcry; ?

rv. J

.
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The gods came downward to behold the wars,

Sharp'ning their sights, and leaning from their stars.

The neighing of the gen'rous horse was heard.

For battle by the busy groom prepar'd:

Rustling of harness, rattling of the shield,

Clatt'ring of armour furbish'd for the field.

Crowds to the castle mounted up the street,

Batt'ring the pavement with their coursers' feet:

The greedy sight might there devour the gold

Of glitt'ring arms, too dazzling to behold
;

And polish'd steel, that cast the view aside.

And crested morions with their plumy pride.

Knights, Avith a long retinue of their squires,

In gaudy liv'ries march, and quaint attires :

One lac'd the helm, another held the lance,

A third the shining buckler did advance.

The courser paw'd the ground with restless feet,

And snorting foam'd,. and champ'd the golden bit

The smiths and armourers on palfreys ride.

Files in their hands, and hammers at their side,

And nails for loosen'd spears, and thongs for

shields provide.

The yeomen guard the streets in seemly bands.

And clowns come crowding on with cudgels in their

hands.

The trumpets, next the gate in order plac'd.

Attend the sign to sound the martial blast

:

The palace yard is fill'd with floating tides.

And the last comers bear the former to the sides.

}
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The throng is in the midst : the common crc^T

Shut out, the hall admits the better few.

In knots they stand, or in a rank they walk,

Serious in aspect, earnest in their talk

:

Factious, and fav'ring this or t'other side,

As their strong fancies and weak reason guide.

Their wagers back their wishes : numbers hold

AVith the fair freckled king, and beard of gold
;

So vig'rous are his eyes, such rays they cast.

So prominent his eagle's beak is plac'd.

But most their looks on the black monarch bend,

His rising muscles and his brawn commend

;

His double-biting axe and beamy spear,

Each asking a gigantic force to rear.

All spoke as partial favour mov'd the mind,

And, safe themselves, at others' cost divin'd.

Wak'd by the cries, th' Athenian chief arose,

The knightly forms of combat to dispose

;

And, passing through th' obsequious guards, he

sate

Conspicuous on a throne, sublime in state.

There, for the two contending knights he sent

:

Arm'd cap-a-pee, with rev'rence low they l)ent

:

He smil'd on both, and with superior look,

Alike their offer'd adoration took.

The people press on ev'ry side to see

Their awful prince, and hear his high decree.

Then signing to their heralds with his hand,

They gave his orders from their lofty stand.
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Silence is thrice enjoin'd ; then thus aloud

The king at arms bespeaks the knights and list'ning

crowd

:

** Our sovereign lord has ponder'd in his mind

The means to spare the blood of gentle kind

;

And of his grace and inborn clemencyj

He modifies his first severe decree:

The keener edge of battle to rebate,

The troops for honour fighting, not for hate,

He wills, not death should terminate their strife;

And wounds, if wounds ensue, be short of Hie
;

But issues, ere the fight, his dread command,

That slings afar, and poniards hand to hand.

Be banish'd from the field ; that none shall dar«

With short'ned SMord to stab in closer war;

But in fair combat fight, with manly strength
;

Nor push with biting point, but strike at length.

The tourney is allow'd but one career

Of the tough ash with the sharp-grinded spear

;

But knights unhors'd may rise from off the plain,

And fight on foot their honour to regain.

Nor, if at mischief taken, on the ground

Be slain, but pris'ners to the pillar bound,

At either barrier plac'd ; or (captives made)

Be freed; or, arm'd anew, the tight invade.

The chief of either side bereft of life,

Or yielded to his foe, concludes the strife.

Thus dooms the lord: now valiant knights and

young.

Fight each his fill with swords and maces long.''

F
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The herald ends : the vaulted firmament

With loud acclaims and vast applause is rent:

*' Heav'n guard a prince so gracious and so good.

So just, and yet so provident of blood!"

This was the gen'ral cry. The trumpets' sound

And warlike symphony is heard around.

The marching troops thro' Athens take their way,

The great earl-marshal orders their array.

The fair from high the passing pomp l>ehold
;

A rain of flow'rs is from the windows roll'd.

The casements are with golden tissue spread,

And horses' hoofe, for earth, on silken tap'stry tread.

The king goes midmost, and the rivals ride

In equal rank, and close his either side.

Next after these there rode the royal wife,

With Emily, the cause and the reward of strife. -

The following cavalcade by three and three,

Proceed by titles marshall'd in degree.

Thus thro' the southern gate they take their May^

And at the lists arriv'd ere prime of day.

There, parting from the king, the chiefs divide,

And wheeling cast and west, before their many ride.

Th' Athenian monarch mounts his throne on high.

And after him the queen, and Emily:

Next these, the kindred of the crown are grac'd

With nearer seats, and lords by ladies plac'd.

Scarce were they seated, when with clamours loud

In rush'd at once a rude promiscuous crowd :

The guards, and then each other overbare,

" And in a moment throng the spaciou* theatre.



Book III. THE KNIGHT'S TALE. 67"

Now chang'd the jarring noise to -vvispers low,

As winds forsaking seas more softly blow,

When at the western gate, on which the car

Is plac'd aloft that bears the god of war.

Proud Arcite ent'ring arm'd before his train,

Stops at the barrier and divides the plain.

Red was his banner, and display'd abroad

The bloody colours of his patron god.

At that self-moment enters Palamoa

The gate of Venus and the rising sun
;

Wav'd by the wanton winds, his banner flics,

All maiden white, and shares the people's eyes.

From east to west, look all the world around,

Two troops so match'd Avere never to be found

:

Such bodies built for strength, of equal age.

In stature siz'd; so proud an equipage:

The nicest eye could no distinction make.

Where lay th' advanta,f;e, or what side to take.

Thus rang'd, the herald for tlie last proclaims

A silence while they answer'd to their names

:

For so the king decreed, to shun with care

The fraud of musters false, the common bane of war.

The tale was just, and then the gates were clos'd
;

And chief to chief, and troop to troop oppos'd.

The heralds last retir'd and loudly cry'd,

*' The fortune of the field be fairly try'd !"

At this, the challenger with fierce defie

His trumpet sounds ; the challeng'd makes reply
;

\\7:ii. clang — "*-- '^-'-' '- "*- ' ^
sky.

With clangor rings the field, resounds the vaulted r

f3
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Their vizors clos'd, their lances in the rest,

Or at the helmet pointed, or the crest;

They vanish from the barrier, speed the race.

And spurring see decrease the middle space.

A cloud of smoke envelops either host,

And all at once the combatants are lost

:

Darkling they join adverse, and shock unseen,

Coursers with coursers justling, men with men;

As lab'ring in eclipse, awhile they stay,

Till the next blast of wind restores the day.

They look anew : the beauteous form of fight

Is chang'd, and war appears a grizly sight.

Two troops in fair array one moment show'd,

The next, a field with fallen bodies strow'd :

Not half the number in their seats are found
;

But men and steeds lie grov'ling on the grouud-

Tiie points of spears are stuck within the shield,

The steeds w ithout their riders scour the field.

The knights uuhors'd on foot renew the fight;

The glitt'ring falchions cast a gleaming light:

Hauberks and helms are hew'd with many a wound;

Ouf spins the streaming blood, and dies the ground.

The mighty maces with such haste descend,

They break the bones and make the solid armour bencl.

This thrusts amid the throng with furious force
;

Down goes, at once, the horseman and the horse:

That courser stumbles on the fallen steed.

And flound'ring, throws the rider o'er his head.

One rolls along, a foot-ball to his foes

;

One with a broken truncheon deais his blows.
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This halting, this disabled with his wound,

In triumph led, is to the pillar bound,

Where, by the king's award, he must abide:

There goes a captive led on t' other side.

By fits they cease ; and leaning on the lance,

Take breath a while, and to new fight advance.

Full oft the rivals met, and neither spar'd

His utmost force, and each forgot to ward.

The head of this was to the saddle bent,

That other backward to the crupper sent:

Both wore by turns unhors'd ; the jealous blow*

Fall thick and heavy, when on foot they close.

So deep their falchions bite, that ev'ry stroke

Pierc'd to the quick ; and equal wounds they gav«

and took.

Borne far asunder by the tides of men,

Like adamant and steel they meet again.

So when a tyger sucks the bullock's blood,

A famish'd lion issuing from the wood
Roars lordly fierce, and challenges the food

;

Each claims possession, neither will obey,

But both their paws are fasten'd on the prey :

They bite, they tear ; and while in vain they strive.

The swains come arm'd between, and both to distance

drive.

Atlength, asfateforedoom'd, and all things tend

By course of time to their appointed end

;

So when the sun to west was far declin'd,

And both afresh in mortal battle joiu'd,

}
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The strong Emetrius came in Arcite's aid,

And Palamon with odds was overlaid:

For turning short, he struck with all his might

Full on the helmet of th' unwary knight.

Deep Avas the wound ; he stagger'd with the blow,

And turn'd liim to his unexpected foe
;

Whom with such Force he struck, he fell'd him down,

And cleft the circle of his golden crown. ^

But Arcite's men who now prcvail'd in fight,

Twice ten at once surround the single knight:

O'erpower'd at length, they force him to the ground,

Unyicldcd as he w as, and to the pillar bound

;

And king Lyciirgus, while he fought in vain

His friend to free, was tumbled on the plain.

Who now laments but Palamon, compell'd

No more to try the fortune of the field !

And worse than death, to view with hateful eyes

His rival's conquest, and renounce the prize I

The royal judge on his tribunal plac'd.

Who had beheld the fight from first to last,

,
Bade cease the war; pronouncing from on high

Arcite of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily.

The sound of trumpets to the voice reply'd

And round the royal lists the heralds cry'

" Arcite of Thebes has won the beauteous i

The people rend the skies with vast applause

;

All own the chief, when fortune owns the cause.

Arcite is own'd ev'n by the gods above.

And conqu'ring Mars insults the Queen of Love.

'"
1

IS bride !"
J
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So laiigh'd he when the rightful Titan fail'd,

And Jove's usurping arms in heav'n prevail'd.

Laugh'd all the pow'rs who favour tyranny,

And all the standing army of the sky.

But Venus with dejected eyes appears,

And weeping, on the lists distill'd her tears
;

Her will refus'd, Avhich grieves a woman most.

And in her champion foil'd, the cause of love is lost.

Till Saturn said, " Fair daughter, now be still.

The blust'ring fool has satisfy'd his will

:

His boon is giv'n ; his knight has gain'd the day,

But lost the prize, th' arrears are yet to pay.

Thy hour is come, and mine the care shall be

To please thy knight and set thy promise free."

Now while the heralds run the lists around.

And Arcitc, Arcitc, heav'n and earth resound;

A miracle (nor less it could be call'd)

Their joy with unexpected sorrow pall'd.

The victor knight had laid his helm aside,

l^art for his ease, the greater part for pride ;

Bare-headed, popularly low he bow'd.

And paid the salutations of the crowd.

Then spurring at full speed, ran endlong on

Where Theseus sate on his imperial throne;

Furious he drove, and upward cast his eye.

Where next the queen was plac'd his Emily

;

Then passing, to the saddle-bow he bent,

A sweet regard the gracious virgin lent:

(For women, to the brave an easy prey,

Still follow fortune, where she leads the way:)
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Just then, from earth sprung out a Sashing fire,

By Pluto sent, at Saturn's bad desire :

The startling steed was seiz'd with sudden fright,

And, bounding, o'er the pummel cast the knight:

Forward he ilew, and pitching on his head,

He quiver'd with his feet, and lay for dead.

Black was his count'nance in a little space,

For all the blood was gather'd in his face^

Help was at hand ; they rear'd him from the

ground,

And from his cumb'rous arms his limbs unbound;

Then lanc'd a vein, and watch'd returning breath ;

It came, but clogg'd with symptoms of his death.

The saddle-bow the noble parts had prest.

All bruis'd and mortify'd his manly breast.

Him still entranc'd, and in a litter laid.

They bore from field, and to his bed convey'd.

At length he wak'd, and with a feeble cry,

The word he first pronounc'd was Emily.

Mean time the king, tho' inwardly he mourn'd,

In pomp triumphant to the town return'd.

Attended by the chiefs, who fought the field

;

(Now friendly mix'd, and in one troop compeU'd,)

Compos'd his looks to counterfeited cheer,

And bade thera not for Arcite's life to fear.

But that which gladded all the warrior train,

Tiio' most were sorely wounded, none were slain.

The surgeons soon despoii'd 'em of their arms,

And some with salves they cure, and some with

charms

;
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Foment the bruises, and the pains assuage,

And heal their inward hurts with sov'reign draught*

of sage.

The king in person visits all around,

Comforts the sick, congratulates the sound
;

Honours the princely chiefs, rewards the rest,

And holds for thrice three days a royal feast.

None was disgrac'd ; for falling is no shame

;

And cowardice alone is loss of fame.

The venfrous knight is from the saddle thrown;

But 'tis the fault of fortune, not his own.

If crowns and palms the conqu'ring side adorn,

The victor under better stars was born :

The brave man seeks not popular applause.

Nor overpow'r'd with arms deserts his cause;

Unsham'd, though foil'd, he does the best he can

;

Force is of brutes, but honour is of man.

Thus Theseus smil'd on all with equal grace ;

And each was set according to his place.

With case were reconcil'd the difPring parts,

For envy never dwells in noble hearts.

At length they took their leave, the time expir'd.

Well pleas'd; and to their sev'ral homes retir'd.

Meanwhile the health of Arcite still impairs;

From bad proceeds to worse, and mocks the leeche*'

cares

:

Swoln in his breast, his inward pains increase,

All means are ns'd, and all without success.

The clotted blood lies heavy on his heart.

Corrupts, and there remains in spite of art: *
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Nor breathing veins, nor cupping will prevail

;

All outward remedies and inward fail :

The mould of nature's fabric is destroy'd,

Her vessels discompos'd, her virtue void

:

The bellows of his lungs begin to swell

:

All out of frame is ev'ry secret cell.

Nor can the good receive, nor bad expel.

Those breathing organs, thus within opprest.

With venom soon distend the sinews of his breast.

Nought profits him to save abandon'd life.

Nor vomit's upward aid, nor downward laxatife.

The midmost region batter'd and destroy'd.

When nature cannot work, th' effect of art is

void
;

For physic can but mend our crazy state,

Patch an old building, not a new create.

Arcite is doom'd to die in all his pride,

Must leave his youth, and yield his beauteous bride;

Gain'd hardly, against right, and unenjoy'd.

When 'twas declar'd all hope of life was past.

Conscience (that of all physic works the last)

Caus'd him to send for Emily in haste.

With her, at his desire, came Palamon
;

Then, on his pillow rais'd, he thus begun :

" No language can express the smallest part

Of what I feel and suffer in my heart

For you, whom best I love and value most;

But to your service I bequeath my ghost

;

Which, from this mortal body, when unty'd,

Unseen, unheard, shall hover at your side;

]
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Nor fright you waking, nor your sleep offend,

But wait officious, and your steps attend :

How I have lov'd, excuse my fault'ring tongue,^

My spirit's feeble, and my pains are strong

:

This I may say, I only grieve to die

Because I lose my charming Emily

:

To die, when heav'n had put you in my pow'r,

Fate could not choose a more malicious hour!

What greater curse could envious fortune give,

Than just to die, when I began to live!

Vain men, how vanishing a bliss wc crave.

Now warm in love, nowwith'ring in the grave!

Never, O ! never more to see the sun

!

Still dark, in a damp vault, and still alone

!

This fate is common ; but I lose my breath

Near bliss, and yet not bless'd before my death.

Farewell ! but take me dying in your arms,

'Tis all I can enjoy of all your charms :

This hand I cannot but in death resign
;

Ah, could I live! But while I live 'tis mine.

I feel my end approach, and thus embrac'd.

Am pleas'd to die ; but hear me speak my last.

Ah ! my sweet foe, for you, and you alone,

I broke my faith with injur'd Palamon.

But love the sense of right and wrong confounds.

Strong love and proud ambition have no bounds.

And much I doubt, should heav'n my life prolong,

I should return to justify my wrong:

For while ray former flames remain within.

Repentance is but want of pow'r to sin.
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With mortal hatred I pursu'd his life,

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the strife

;

Nor I, but as I lov'd : yet all combin'd,

Your beauty, and my impotence of mind.

And his concurrent flame that blew my tire;

For still our kindred souls had one desire.

He had a moment's right in point of time
;

Had I seen first, then his had been the crime.

Fate made it mine, and justify'd his right;

Nor holds this earth a more deserving knight,

For virtue, valour, and for noble blood,

Truth, honour, all that is compriz'd in good ;

So help me heav'n, in all the world is none

So worthy to be lov'd as Palaraon.

He loves you too with such a holy fire,

As will not, cannot, but with life expire

:

Our vow'd affections both have often try'd,

Nor any love but yours could ours divide.

Then, by my love's inviolable band.

By my long suffering, and my short command.

If e'er you plight your vows when 1 am gone,

Have pity on the faithful Palamon 1"

This was his last; for death came on amain,

And exercis'd below his iron reign
;

Then upward, to the seat of life he goes
;

Sense fled before him, what he touch'd he froze ;

Yet could he not his closing eyes withdraw,

Though less and less of Emily he saw :

So speechless for a little space he lay,

Then grasp'd the hand he held, and sigh'd his soul

away.
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But whither went his soul, let such relate

Who search the secrets of the future state :

Divines can say but what themselves believe ;

Strong proofs they have, but not demonstrative i

For, were all plain, then all sides must agree,

And faith itself be lost in certainty.

To live uprightly then is sure the best,

To save ourselves, and not to damn the rest.

The soul of Arcite went, where heathens go,

Who better live than we, tho' less they know.

In Palamou a manly grief appears
;

Silent he wept, asham'd to shew his tears

:

Emilia shriek'd but once, and then oppress'd

With sorrow, sunk upon her lover's breast:

Till Theseus, in his arms convey'd with care^

Far from so sad a sight, the swooning fair.

'Twere loss of time her sorrow to relate; 1

111 bears the sex a youthful lover's fate,
[

When just approaching to the nuptial state. J
But like a low-hung cloud, it rains so fast,

That all at once it falls, and cannot last.

The face of things is chang'd, and Athens now.

That laugh'd so late, becomes the scene of woe

:

Matrons and maids, both sexes, ev'ry state,

With tears lament the knight's untimely fate.

Not greater grief in falling Troy was seen

For Hector's death ; but Hector was not then.

Old men with dust deform'd their hoary hair,

The womeu beat their breasts, their cheeks they

tare.
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<^ Why wou'dst thou go," with one consent they cry,

*' When thou hadst gold enough, and Emily I"

Theseus himself, who shou'd have cheer'd the grief

Of others, wanted now the same relief.

Old Egeus only could revive his son,

Who various changes of the world had known,
And strange vicissitudes of human fate,

Still alt'ring, never in a steady state:

Good after ill, and after pain delight

;

Alternate, like the scenes of day and night

:

Since ev'ry man who lives, is born to die,

And none can boast sincere felicity

;

With equal mind, what happens let us bear,

Nor joy nor grieve too much for things beyond

our care.

Like pilgrims, to th' appointed place we tend
;

The world's an inn, and death the journey's end.

Ev'n kings but play ; and when their part is done,

Some other, worse or better, mount the throne.

With words like these the crowd was satisfy'd,

And so they would have been, had Theseus dy'd.

Cut he, their king, was lab'ring in his mind,

A fitting place for fun'ral pomps to find.

Which were in honour of the dead design'd.

And after long debate, at last he found

(As love itself had mark'd the spot of ground)

That grove for ever green, that conscious land,

Where he with Palamon fought hand to hand

:

That, where he fed his amorous desires

With soft complaintSp and felt his hottest fires

;

}
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There other flames might waste his earthly part,

And burn his limbs, where love had burn'd his heart.

This once resolv'd, the peasants were enjoin'd

Sere wood, and firs, and dodder'd oaks to find.

With sounding axes to the grove they go,

Fell, split, and lay the fuel on a row,

Vulcanian food : a bier is next prepar'd.

On which the lifeless body should be rear'd,

Cover'd with cloth of gold, on which was laid

The corps of Arcite, in like robes array'd.

White gloves were on his hands, and on his head

A wreath of laurel, mix'd with myrtle, spread.

A sword keen-edg'd within his right he held,

The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field:

Bare was his manly visage on the bier

;

Menac'd his count'nance ; ev'n in death severe.

Then to the palace-hall they bore the knight,

To lie in solemn state, a public sight.

Groans, cries, and bowlings fill the crowded placcj

And unaiTected sorrow sate on ev'ry face.

Sad Palamon above the rest appears.

In sable garments, dcw'd with gushing tears:

His auburn locks on either shoulder flow'd.

Which to the fun'ral of his friend he vow'd

:

But Emily, as chief, was next his side,

A virgin-widow, and a mourning bride.

And that the princely obsequies might be

Perform'd according to his high degree,

The steed that bore him living to the fight,

Was trapp'd with polish'd steel, all shining bright

And cover'd with th' achieTements of the knight.

ight,
\
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The riders rode abreast, and one his shield,

His lance of cornel-wood another held
;

The third his bow, and glorious to behold,

The costly quiver, all of burnish'd gold.

The noblest of the Grecians next appear,

And weeping, on their shoulders bore the bier ;

With sober pace they raarch'd, and often staid,

And thro' the master-street the corps convey 'd.

The houses to their tops with black were spread.

And ev'n the pavements were with mourning hid.

The right side of the pall old Egeus kept.

And on the left the royal Theseus wept

:

Each bore a golden bowl of work divine,

With honey lill'd and milk, and mix'd with rudd^

wine.

Then Palamon, the kinsman of the slain,

And after him appear'd th' illustrious train:

To grace the pomp, came Emily the bright,

With cover'd fire, the fun'ral pile to light.

With high devotion was the service made,

And all the rites of pagan honour paid :

So lofty was the pile, a Parthian bow,

With vigour drawn, must send the shaft below.

The bottom was full twenty fathom broad.

With crackling straw beneath in due proportion

strow'd.

The fabrick seem'd a wood of rising green,

With sulphur and bitumen cast between

To feed the flames : the trees were unctuous fir, 1

And mountain-ash, the mother of the spear

;

r

The mourner yew, and builder oak were there : -^
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The beechj the swimming alder, and the plane,

Hard box, and linden of a softer grain,

And laurels, which the gods for conqu'ring chiefs

ordain.

How they were rank'd, shall rest untold by me,

With nameless nymphs that liv'd in ev'ry tree;
..

Nor how the dryads, and the woodland train,

Disherited, ran howling o'er the plain

:

Nor how the birds to foreign seats repair'd.

Or beasts, that bolted out, and saw the forest

bar'd

:

Nor how the ground, now clear'd, with ghastly

fright

Beheld the sudden sun, a stranger to the light.

The straw, as first I said was laid below

;

Of chips and sere-wood was the second row

;

The third of greens, and timber newly fell'd
;

The fourth high stage the fragrant odours held.

And pearls, and precious stones, and rich array
j

In midst of which, embalm'd, the body lay.

The service sung, the maid with mourning eyes

The stubble fir'd ; the smould'ring flames arise :

This office done, she sunk upon the ground

;

But what she spoke, recover'd from her swoon,

I want the wit in moving words to dress
;

But by themselves the tender sex may guess.

While the devouring fire was burning fast,

Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy cast

;

G

}
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And some their shields, and some their lances

threw,

And gave their warrior's ghost a warrior's due.

Full bowls of wine, of honey, milk, and blood, ^^

Were pour'd upon the pile of burning wood, I

And hissing flames receive, and hungry lick the
j

food. J

Then thrice the mounted squadrons ride around

The fire, and Arcite's name they thrice resound

:

Hail I and farewclH they shouted thrice amain,

Thrice facing to the left, and thrice they turn'd

again

:

Still as they turn'd, they beat their clatt'riag shields ;

The women mix their cries ; and clamour fills the

fields.

The warlike wakes continu'd all the night.

And fun'ral games were play'd at new returning,

light

:

Who naked wrestled best, besmear'd with oil,

Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil,

I will not tell you, nor wou'd you attend ;

But briefly haste to my long story's end.

pass the rest : the year was fully mourn'd,

And Palaraou long since to Thebes return'd^

When, by the Grecians' general consent.

At Athens Theseus held his parliament

:

Among the laws that pass'd, it was decreed,

That conquer'd Thebes froai bondage should be

freed ;
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Reserving homage to th' Athenian throne,

To which the sov'reign summon'd Palanion.

Unknowing of the cause, he took his way,

Mournful in mind, and still in black array.

The monarch mounts the throne, and plac'd on

high,

Commands into the court the beauteous Emily :

So call'd, she came ; the senate rose, and paid

Becoming rev'rence to the royal maid.

And first soft whispers through th' assembly went

:

With silent wonder then they watch'd th' event

:

All hush'd, the king arose with awful grace.

Deep thought was in his breast, and counsel in his

face.

At length he sigh'd j and having first prepar'd

Th' attentive audience, thus his will declar'd ;

*' The cause and spring of motion, from above

Hung down on earth the golden chain of love:

Great was th' eil'ect, and high was his intent,

When peace among the jarring seeds he sent.

Fire, flood, and earth, and air by this were bound,

And love, the common link, the new creation

crown'd.

The chain still holds ; for though the forms decay,

Eternal matter never m ears away :

The same first Mover certain bounds has placed,

How long those perishable forms shall last

;

.Nor can they last beyond the time assign'd

By that all-seeing and all-making Mind :

»2
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Shorten their hoars they may, for will is free,

But never pass th' appointed destiny.

So men oppress'd, when weary of their breath,

Throw otF the burthen, and suborn their death.

Then since those forms begin, and have their

end,

On some unalter'd cause they sure depend :

Parts of the whole are we ; but God the whole,

Who gives us life, and animating soul.

For nature cannot from a part derive

That being, w hich the whole can only give

:

He perfect, stable ; but imperfect we,

Subject to change, and diiPrent in degree :

Plants, beasts, and man, and, as our organs are,

We more or less of his perfection share.

But by a long descent, th' etherial fire

Corrupts ; and forms, the mortal part, expire :

As he withdraws his virtue, so they pa*'*.

And the same matter makes another mass

:

This law th' omniscient Pow'r was pleas'd to gi^e^

That ev'ry kind should by succession live:

That individuals die, his will ordains;

The propagated species still remains.

The monarch oak, the patriarch of the trees,

Shoots rising up, and spreads by slow degrees:

Three centuries he grows, and three he stayi

Supreme in state, and in three more decays :

So wears the paving pebble in the street,

And towns and tow'rs their fatal period* meet;
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So rivers, rapid once, now naked lie,

Forsaken of their springs, and leave their chanuell

dry.

So man, at first a drop, dilates with heat,

Then form'd, the little heart begins to beat

;

Secret he feeds, unknowing, in the cell

;

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the shell,

And struggles into breath, and cries for aid

;

Then, helpless, in his mother's lap is laid.

He creeps, he walks, and issuing into man,

Grudges their life, from whence his own began.

Reckless of laws, affects to rule alone.

Anxious to reign, and restless on the throne:

First vegetive, then feels, and reasons last

;

Rich of three souls, and lives all three to waste.

Some thus ; but thousands more in flow'r of age :

For few arrive to run the latter stage.

Sunk in the first, in battle some are slain,

And others whelm'd beneath the stormy main.

What makes all this, but Jupiter the king,—

»

At whose command we perish and we spring J

Then 'tis our best, since thus ordain'd to die,

To make a virtue of necessity.

Take what he giv?s, since to rebel is vain :

The bad grows better, which we well sustain

;

And cou'd we chuse the time, and chuse aright,

'Tis best to die, our honour at the height.

When we have done our ancestors no shame.

But sert'd our friends, and well secur'd our fame
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Then should we wish our happy life to close.

And leave no more for fortune to dispose

:

So should we make our death a glad relief

From future shame, from sickness, and from

grief:
*

Enjoying, while we live, the present hour,

And dying in our excellence and flow'r.

Then round our death.bed ev'ry friend shou'd

run,

A.nd joy us of our conquest, early won :

While the malicious world with envious tearf

Shou'd grudge our happy end, and wish it theirs.

Since then our Arcite is with honour dead, 1

Why shou'd we mourn, that he so soon is freed,

Or call untimely what the gods decreed ?

With grief as just, a friend may be deplor'd,

From a foul prison to free air restor'd.

Ought he to thank his kinsman, or his wife,

Cou'd tears recall him into wretched life!

Their sorrow hurts themselves ; on hira is lost

;

And worse than both, oflends his happy ghost.

What then remains, but after past annoy.

To take the good vicissitude of joy ?

To thank the gracious gods for what they gire,

Possess our souls, and while we live, to li?e ?

Ordain we then two sorrows to combine.

And in one point th' extremes of grief to join

That thence resulting joy may be renew'd,

As jarring notes in harmony conclude.

i
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Then I propose, that Palamon shall be

In marriage join'd with beauteous Emily ;

For which already I have galn'd th' assent

Of my free people in full parliament.

Long love to her has borne the faithful knight,

And well descrv'd, had fortune done him right

:

'Tis time to mend her fault; since Emily

By Arcite's death from former vows is free

:

If you, fair sister, ratify th' accord,

And take him for your husband and your lord,

'Tis no dishonour to confer your grace

On one descended from a royal race

:

And were he less, yet years of service past

From grateful souls exact reward at last

:

Pity is heav'n's and yours : nor can she find

A throne so soft as in a woman's mind."

He said ; she blush'd ; and as o'eraw'd by might,

Seem'd to give Theseus, what she gave the knight.

Then turning to the Theban, thus he said :

** Small arguments are needful to persuade

Your temper to comply with my command

And speaking thus, he gave Emilia's hand.

Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true knight -\

Obtain the conquest, though he lost the fight, I

And bless'd with nuptial bliss the sweet laborious I

night. J

Eros, and Anteros, on either side,

One fir'd the bridegroom, and one warm'd the bride;

And long-attending Hymen from above

Show'r'd on the beU the whole Idaliau grove.

.:)
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All of a tenor >vas their after-life,

No day discolour'd with domestic strife;

No jealousy, but mutual truth believ'd,

Secure repose, and kindness undeceiv'd.

Thus heav'n, beyond the compass of his thought,

Sent him the blessing he so dearly bought.

So may the Queen of Love long duty blesSj

And all true lovers find the same success

!



SIGISMONDA AND GUISCARDO,

FROM

BOCCACE,

While Norman Tancred in Salerno reign'd,

The title of a gracious prince he gain'd ;

Till turn'd a tyrant in his latter days,

He lost the lustre of his former praise ;

And from the bright meridian where he stood,

Descending, dipp'd his hands in lovers' blood.

This prince, of fortune's favour long possess'd,

Yet was with one fair daughter only bless'd
;

And bless'd he night have been with her alone ;

But oh ! how much more happy, had he none

!

She was his care, his hope, and his delight,

Most in his thought, and ever in his sight

:

Next, nay beyond his life, he held her dear ;

She liv'd by him, and now he lived in her.

For this, when ripe for marriage, he delay'd

Her nuptial bands, and kept her long a maid;
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As envying any else should share a part

Of what was his, and claiming all her heart*

At length, as public decency requir'd,

And all his vassals eagerly desir'd,

With mind averse, he rather underwent

His people's will, than gave his own consent

:

So was she torn, as from a lover's side,

And mlde almost in his despite a bride.

Short were her marriage joys ; for in the prime

Of youth, her lord cxpir'd before his time :

And to her father's court, in little space

Restor'd anew, she held a higher place

;

More lov'd, and more exalted into grace.

This princess fresh, and young, and fair, and wise^

The worshipp'd idol of her father's eyes,

Did all her sex in ev'ry grace exceed.

And had more wit beside than women need.

Youth, health, and ease, and most an amorous

mind,

To second nuptials had her thoughts inclin'd
;

And former joys had left a secret sting behind.

But, prodigal in ev*ry other grant.

Her sire left unsupply'd her only want

;

And site, betwixt her modesty and pride,

Her wishes, which she could not help, would

hide.

Resolv'd at last to lose no longer time,

And yet to please herself without a crime,

She cast her eyes around the court, to find

A worthy subject suiting to her mind,

}

}
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To him in holy nuptials to be ty'd,

A seeming widow, and a secret bride.

Among the train of courtiers, one she found

With all the gifts of bounteous nature crown'd
5

Of gentle blood, but one whose niggard fate

Had set him far below her high estate:

Guiscard his name was call'd, of blooming age,

Now squire to Tancred, and before, his page

:

To him, the choice of all the shining crowd,

Her heart the noble Sigismonda vow'd.

Yet hitherto she kept her love conceal'd,

And with close graces ev'ry day beheld

The graceful youth ; and ev'ry day increas'd

The raging fire that burn'd within her breast

:

Some secret charm did all his acts attend,

And what his fortune wanted, hers could mend

:

Till, as the fire will force its outward way.

Or, in the prison pent, consume the prey,

So long her earnest eyes on him were set,

At length their twisted rays together met

;

And he, surpriz'd, with humble joy survey'd

One sweet regard, shot by the royal maid

:

Kot well assur'd, while doubtful hopes he nurs'd,

A second glance came gliding like the first

;

And he, who saw the sharpness of the dart,

Without defence receiv'd it in his heart.

In public tho' their passion wanted speech,

Yet mutual looks interpreted for each

:

Time, ways, and means of meeting were deny'd;

But all those wants ingenious love supply'd.
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Th' inventive god, who never fails his part,

Inspires the wit, when once he warms the heart.

When Guiscard next was in the circle seen,

Where Sigismonda held the place of queen,

A hollow cane within her hand she brought,

But in the concave had enclos'd a note :

With this she seem'd to play, and, as in sport,

Toss'd to her love, in presence of the court :

*' Take it," she said ;
" and when your needs require,

This little brand will serve to light your fire."

He took it with a bow, and soon divin'd

The seeming toy was not for nought desigu'd :

But when retir'd, so long with curious eyes

He view'd the present, that he found the prize.

Much was in little writ ; and all convey'd "j

With cautious care, for fear to be betray'd r"

By some false confident, or fav'rite maid. J

The time, the place, the manner how to meet,

Were all in punctual orde^- plainly writ

:

But since a trust must be, she thought it best "|

To put it out of laymen's pow'r at least, >

And for their solemn vows prepar'd a priest. J

Guiscard (her secret purpose understood)

With joy prepar'd to meet the coming good

;

Nor pains nor danger was resolv'd to spare,

But use the means appointed by the fair.

Next the proud palace of Salerno stood

A mount of rough ascent, and thick with wood ;

Through this a cave was dug with vast expence
j

The work it seem'd of some suspicious princ«,
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Who, when abusing pow'r with lawless might,

From public justice would secure his flight.

The passage made by many a winding way,

Reach'd ev'n the room in which the tyrant lay.

Fit for his purpose, on a lower floor

He lodg'd, whose issue was an iron door.

From whence, by stairs descending to the ground,

In the blind grot a safe retreat he found.

Its outlei ended in a brake o'ergrown

With brambles, chok'd by time, and now unknown.

A rift there was, which from the mountain's height

Convey'd a glimm'ring and malignant light,

A breathing place to draw the damps away,

A twilight of an intercepted day.

The tyrant's den, whose use, though lost to fame.

Was now th' apartment of the royal dame

:

The cavern, only to her father known,

By him was to his darling daughter shown.

Neglected long, she let the secret rest,

Till love recall'd it to her lab'ring breast,

And hinted as the way by heav'n design'd

The teacher, by the means he taught, to blind.

What will not women do, when need inspires

Tiieir wit, or love their inclination fires!

Though jealousy of state th' invention found,

\ et love refin'd upon the former ground.

That way the tyrant had reserv'd to fly

Pursuing hate, now serv'd to bring two lorers nigh.

The dame, who long in vain had kept the key,

Bold by desire, explor'd the secret way ]
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Now try'd the stairs, and wading thro' the night,

Search'd all the deep recess, and issu'd into light.

All this her letter had so well explain'd,

Th' instructed youth might compass what remain'd i

The cavern-mouth alone was hard to find,

Because the path disus'd, was out of mind
j

But in Avhat quarter of the copse it lay.

His eye by certain level could survey

:

Yet (for the wood perplex'd with thorns he knew)

A frock of leather o'er his limbs he drew
;

And thus provided, search'd the brake around,

Till the chok'd entry of the cave he found.

Thus, all prepar'd, the promis'd hour arriv'd,

So long expected, and so well contriv'd,

With love to friend, th' impatient lover went

Fenc'd from the thorns, and trod the deep descent.

The conscious priest, who was suborn'd before,

Stood ready posted at the postern-door

;

The maids in distant rooms were sent to rest.

And nothing wanted but th' invited guest.

He came, and knocking thrice, without delay,

The longing lady heard, and turn'd the key

;

At once invaded him with all her charms,

And the first step he made, was in her arms

:

The leathern out-side, boisterous as it was.

Gave way, and bent beneath her strict embrace

:

On either side the kisses flew so thick.

That neither he nor she had breath to speak.

The holy man, amaz'd at what he saw.

Made haste to sanctify the bliss by law

:
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}

}

And mutter'd fast the matrimony o'er,

For fear committed sin should get before.

His work perform'd, he left the pair alone,

Because he knew he could not go too soon ;

His presence odious, when his task was done.

What thoughts he had, beseems not me to say ;

Though some surmise he went to fast and pray.

And needed both to drive the tempting thoughts

away.

The foe once gone, they took their full delight
j

'Twas restless rage, and tempest all the night:

For greedy love each moment would employ.

And grudged the shortest pauses of their joy.

Thus were their loves auspiciously begun,

And thus with secret care were carry'd on.

The stealth itself did appetite restore,

And look'd so like a sin, it pleas'd the more.

The cave was now become a common way,

The wicket, often opcn'd, knew the key

:

Love rioted secure, and long enjoy'd.

Was ever eager, and Mas never cloy'd.

But as extremes are short, of ill and good.

And tides, ac highest mark, regorge the flood;

So fate, that could no more improve their joy,

Took a malicious pleasure to destroy.

Tancred, who fondly lov'd, and whose delight

Was plac'd in his fair daughter's daily sight.

Of custom, when his state affairs were done,

Would pass his pleasing hours with her alone:
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-And, as a father's privilege allow'd.

Without attendance of th' officious crowd.

It happen'd once, that when in heat of day

He try'd to sleep, as was his usual way,

The balmy slumber fled his wakeful eyes,

And forc'd him, in his own despite, to rise :

Of sleep forsaken, to relieve his care,

He sought the conversation of the fair

:

But with her train of damsels she was gone,

In shady walks the scorching heat to shun

:

He would not violate that sweet recess.

And found besides a welcome heaviness

That seiz'd his eyes ; and slumber, which forgot,

"When call'd before, to como, now came un*

sought.

From light retir'd, behind his daughter's bed,

He for approaching sleep corapos'd his head
;

A chair was ready, for that use dcsign'd,

So quilted, that he lay at ease redin'd

;

The curtains closely drawn, the light to screeDj

As if he had contriv'd to lie unseen :

Thus cover'd M'ith an artificial night.

Sleep did his office soon, and seal'd his sight.

With heav'n averse, in this ill omen'd hour

Was Guiscard suramon'd to the secret bow'rj

And the fair nymph, with expectation fir'd,

From her attending damsels was retir'd :

For, true to love, she measur'd time so right.

As not to miss one moment of delight.
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The garden, seated on the level floor,

She left behind, and locking ev'ry door,

Thought all secure ; but little did she know,

Blind to her fate, she had enclos'd her foe.

Attending Guiscard, in his leathern frock,

Stood ready, with his thrice-repeated knock:

Thrice with a doleful sound the jarring grate

Rung deaf, and hollow, and presag'd their fate.

The door unlock'd, to known delight they haste,

And panting in each other's arms, embrac'd

;

Rush to the conscious bed, a mutual freight.

And heedless press it with their wonted weight.

The sudden bound awak'd the sleeping sire,

And shew'd a sight no parent can dfesire

;

His opening eyes at once with odious view

The love discover'd, and the lover knew :

He would have cry'd ; but hoping that he dreamt.

Amazement ty'd his t jngue, and stopp'd th' attempt.

Th' ensuing moment all the truth declar'd,

But now he stood collected and prepar'd,

Por malice .and revenge had put him on his guard

So, like a lion that unheeded lay, ->

Dissembling sleep, and watchful to betray, I

With inward rage he meditates his prey. J

The thoughtless pair, indulging their desires,

Alternate, kindled, and then quench'd their fires

;

Nor thinking in the shades of death they play'd,

Full of themselves, themselves alone survey'd,

And too secure, were by themselves betray'd.

u
}
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Long time dissolv'd in pleasure thus they lay,

Till nature could no more suffice their play

;

Then rose the youthy and through the cave again

Return'd ; the princess mingled with her train.

Resolv'd his unripe vengeance to defer,

The royal spy, when now the coast was clear,

Sought not the garden, but retir'd unseen,

To brood in secret on his gather'd spleen,

Aiul methodize revenge : to death he griev'd
;

And, but he saw the crime, had scarce believ'd

Th' appointment for th' ensuing night he heard

And therefore in the cavern had prepar'd

Two brawny yeomen of his trusty guard.

Scarce had unwary Guiscard set his foot

Within the farmost entrance of the grot,

Wlun these in secret ambush ready lay.

And rushing on the sudden sci^'d the prey

:

Encumber'd with his frock, without defence,

An easy prize, they led the pris'ner thence,

And, as commanded, brought before the prince

The gloomy sire, too sensible of wrong

To vent his rage in words, restrain'd his tongue,

And only said, " Thus servants are preferr'd,

And trusted, thus their sov'reigns they reward.

Had I not seen, had not these eyes receiv'd

Too clear a proof, I could not have believ'd."

He paus'd, and chok'd the rest. The youth,

who saw

His forfeit life abandon'd to the law,

'}

.}
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The judge th' acciiser, and th' offence to him

Who had both pow'r and will t' avenge the crime,

No vain defence prepar'd, but thus reply'd

:

*' The faults of love by love are justify'd :

With unresisted might the monarch reigns,

He levels mountains, and he raises plains;

And not regarding difference of degree,

Abas'd your daughter, and exalted me."

This bold return with seeming patience heard.

The pris'ner was remitted to the guard.

The sullen tyrant slept not all tlie night.

But lonely walking by a winking light,

Sobb'd, wept, and groan'd, and beat his wither'd

breast,

But would not violate his daughter's r(>st

;

Who long expecting lay, for bliss prepar'd,

List'ning for noise, and griev'd that none she heard
;

Oft rose, and oft in vain eniploy'd the key, -.

And oft accus'd her lover of delay
;

|

And pass'd the tedious hours in anxious thoughts I

^ away, J

The morrow came ; and at his usual hour

Old Tancred visited his daughter's bow'r
;

Her cheek (for such his custom was) he kiss'd,

Then bless'd her kneeling, and lier maids dismiss'd.

The royal dignity thus far maintain'd.

Now left in private, he no longer feign'd
;

But all at once his grief and rage appear'd,

And floods of tears ran trickling down his beard.

Ji2
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c'd to stay, I

their way : J

id!)

*^ O Sigismonda," he began to say :

Thrice he began, and thrice was fore

Till words, with often trying, found

*' I thought, O Sigismonda, (but how blind

Are parents' eyes, their children's faults to find !)

Thy virtue, birth, and breeding were above

A mean desire, and vulgar sense of love :

Nor less than sight and hearing could convince

So fond a father, and so just a prince.

Of such an unforeseen and unbeliev'd oifence

Then what indignant sorroAv must I have.

To see thee lie subjected to my slave!

A man so smelling of the people's lee.

The court receiv'd him first for charity
;

And since, with no degree of honour grac'd,

But only suft'er'd, where he first was plac'd:

A grov'liug insect still; and so design'd

By nature's hand, nor born of noble kind

:

A thing, by neither man nor woman priz'd,

And scarcely known enough to be despis'd.

To what has heav'u reserv'd my age ! Ah ! why
Should man, when nature calls, not chuse to die.

Rather than stretch the span of life, to find

Such ills as fate has wisely cast behind,

For those to feel, whom fond desire to live

Makes covetous of more than life can give!

£ach has hia share of good; and when 'tis gone,

The guest, though hungry, cannot rise too soon.

But I, expecting more, in ray own wrong

Protracting life, have liv'd a day too long.
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If yesterday could be recall'd again,

Ev'n now would I conclude my happy reign

:

But 'tis too late, my glorious race is run,

And a dark cloud o'crtakes my setting sun.

Hadst thou not lov'd, or loving, sav'd the shame^

If not the sin, by some illustrious name,

This little comfort had reliev'd my mind,

'Twas frailty, not unusual to thy kind:

But thy low fall beneath thy royal blood,

Shews downward appetite to mix with mud :

Thus not the least excuse is left for thee.

Nor the least refuge for unhappy me.

" For him I hare rcsolv'd, whom by surprise

I took, and scarce can call it, in disguise;

For such was his attire, as with intent

Of nature, suited to his mean descent

:

The harder question yet remains behind, "]

What pains a parent and a prince can find
f

To punish an offence of this degenerate kind. J

" As I have lov'd, and yet I love thee more
Than ever father lov'd a child before

;

So, that indulgence draws me to forgive
;

Nature, that gave thee life, would have thee live.

But, as a public parent of the state,

My justice, and thy crime, requires thy fate.

Fain would I chuse a middle course to steer
;

Nature's too kind, and justice too severe :

Speak for us both, and to the balance bring

On either side, the father, and the king.
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ITeav'ii knows, my heart is bent to favour thee
;

Make it but scanty weight, and leave the rest to me."

Here stopping with a sigh, he pour'd a flood

Of tears, to make his last expression good.

She, who had heard him speak, nor saw alone

The secret conduct of her love was known,

But he was taken who her soul possess'd.

Felt all the pangs of sorrow in her breast

:

And little wanted, but a woman's heart,

With cries and tears, had testify'd her smart

:

f But in-born worth, that fortune can controul,

New strung and stift'er bent her softer soul;

The heroine assum'd the woman's place,

Confirm'd her mind, and fortify'd her face.

Why should she beg, or what cou'd she pretend,

When her stern father had condemn'd her friend ?

Her life she might have had ; but her despair

Of saving his had put it past her care :

Resolv'd on fate, she would not lose her breath,

But rather than not die, solicit death.

Fix'd on this thought, she, not as women use.

Her fault, by common frailty, would excuse
;

But boldly justify'd her innocence,

And while the fact was own'd, deny'd the offence:

Then, with dry eyes, and with an open look.

She met his glance mid-way, and thus undaunted

spoke :

" Tancred, I neither am dispos'd to make

Request for life, uor offer'd life to takc^
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Much less deny the deed ; but, least of all,

Beneath pretended justice weakly lall.

My words to sacred truth sha^l be confin'd,

My deeds shall shew the greatness of my mind.

That I have lov'd, I own ; that still I love,

I call to witness all the pow'rs above ;

Yet more I own : to Guiscard's love 1 give

The small remaining time I have to live;

And if beyond this life desire can be,

Not fate itself shall set my passion free.

" This first avow'd ; uor folly warp'd my mind,

Nor the frail texture of the female kind

Betray'd my virtue : for, too well I knew

What honour was, and honour had his due:

Before the holy priest my vows were tj'd,

So came I not a strumpet, but a bride.

This for my fame, and for the public voice;

Yet more, his merits justify'd my choice;

Which had they not, the first election thine.

That bond dissoiv'd, the next is freely mine:

Or grant I err'd, (which yet 1 must deny,)

Had pa>'ents pow'r ev'n second vows to tie.

Thy little care to mend my widow'd nights
^

Has forced me to recourse of marriage rites,
^

To fill an empty side, and follow known delights. J

AVbat have I done in this, deserving blame ?

State laws may alter—nature's are the same;

Those are usurp'd on helpless woman-kind.

Made without our consent, and wanting pow'r to

bind.
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"Thou, Tancred, better should'st have understoodj

That as thy lather gave thee flesh and blood,

So gav'st thou me : iv«t from the quarry hew'd,

But of a softer mould, with sense endu'd ;

Ev'n softer than thy own, of suppler kind.

More exquisite of taste, and more than man refin'd.

Nor need'st thou by thy daughter to be told,

Though now thy sprightly blood with age be cold,

Thou hast been young : and cau'st remember still,

That when thou hadst the power, thou hadst the

will;

And from the past experience of thy fires.

Canst tell with what a tide our strong desires

Come rushing on in youth, and what their rage

requires.

"• And grant thy youth was exercis'd in arms,

When love no leisure found for softer charms
;

My tender age in luxury was train'd.

With idle ease and pageants entertain'd

;

My hours my own, my pleasures unrestrain'd :

So bred, no wonder if I took the bent

That seem'd ev'ii warranted by thy consent;

For, when the father is too fondly kind.

Such seeds he sows, such harvest shall he find.

Ijlame then thyself, as reason's law requires,

(Since nature gave, and thou foment'st, my fires;)

If still those appetites continue strong.

Thou may'st consider, I am yet but young

:

Consider too, that having been a wife,

1 must have tasted of a better life ;

}
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And am not to be blam'd, if I renew,

By lawful means, llie joys which then I knew.

Where was the crime, ii pleasure I procur'd,

Young, and a woman, and to bliss inur'd?

That was my case, and this is my defence;

I pleas'd myself, I sluinn'd incontinence,

And, urg'd by srrong desires, indulg'd my sense

*' Left to myself, I must avow, I strove

From public shame to screen my secret love,

And, well acquainted with thy native pride,

Endeavour'd, what I could not help

For which, a woman's wit an easy way supply

How this, so well contriv'd, so closely laid.

Was known to thee, or by what chance betray'd.

Is not my care : to please thy pride alone,

I cou'd have wish'd it had been still unknown.
" Nor took I Guiscard by blind fancy led,

Or hasty choice, as many women wed
;

But with delib'iate care, and ripen'd thought,

At leisure first desigii'd, before I wrought:

On him 1 rested, alter long debate,

And not- without consid'ring, fix'd my fate:

His flame was equal, though by mine inspir'd,

(For so the ditt'rence of our birth requir'd :)

Had he been born like me, like me, his love

Had first begun, what mine was forc'd to move:

But thus beginning, thus we persevere

;

Our passions yet continue what they were,

Nor length of trial makes our joys the less sincereJ
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" At this my choice, though not by thine allow'd^

(Thy judgment herding with the common crowd)

Thou tak'st unjust offence; and, led by them,

Dost IfhS the merit, than the man esteem.

Too sharply, Tancred, by thy pride betray'd,

Hast thou against the laAvs of kind inveigh'd:

For all th' offence is in opinion plac'd,

Which deems high birth by lowly choice debas'd

!

This thought alone with fury fires thy breast,

(For holy marriage justifies the rest)

That I have sunk the glories of the state,

And mix'd my blood with a plebian mate :

In which I wonder thou shouldst oversee "j

;
Or call it heav'n's imperial pow'r alone,

Which moves on springs of justice, though unknown :

Yet this we see, though ordcr'd for the best,

The bad exalted, and the good oppress'd ;

Permitted laurels grace the lawless brow,

Th' unworthy rais'd, the worthy cast below.

" But leaving that; search we the secret springs,

And backward trace the principles of things

;

There shall we find, that when the world began,

One common mass compos'd the mould of man ;

One paste of Uesh on all degrees bestow'd.

And kneaded up alike w ith moist'ning blood.

The same Almighty Pow'r inspir'd the frame

With kindled life, and form'd the souls the same

:

Superior causes, or impute to me
The fault of fortune, or the Fates' decree.
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lal skill, I

or ill: J
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more particles of heav'niy flame, "|

upward Higiit, and sojr'd to fame; >

iii'd below, a tribe without a name. J

The faculties of intellect, and will,

Dispens'd with equal Iiaad, dispos'J with equal i

Like liberty iudulg'd, wi:li clioice of good

Tiius born alike, from virtue 6rst began

The ditl'rence that distinguish'd man from man:

He claim'd no title from descent of blood,

But that which made him noble, made him good:

Warm'd with more particles of heav'niy flame,

He wing'd his

The rest remain'

*' This law, though custom now diverts the coursej

As nature's institute, is yet in force,

Uncancell'd, tho' disus'd ; and he whose mind

Is virtuous, is alone of noble kind ;

Though poor in fortune, of celestial race;

And he commits the crime who calls him base.

" Now lay the line, and measure all thy court

By inward virtue, not external port,

And find whom justly to prefer above

The man on whom my judgment plac'd my love :

So shalt thou see his parts and person shine,

And, thit*T:ompar'd, the rest a base degen'rate line.

Nor took I, when I first survey'd thy court.

His valour or his virtues on report

;

But trusted what I ought to trust alone,

Relying on thy eyes, and not my own

:

Thy praise (and thine was then the public voice)

First recommended Guiscard to my choice:

Directed thus by thee, I look'd, and found

A man, I thought, deserving to be crown'd

;
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First by my father pointed to my sight,

Nor less conspicaoiis by his native light:

His mind, his mien, the features of his face,

Excelling all the rest of human race

:

These were thy thoughts, and thou couldst judge

aright,

Till int'rest made a jaundice in thy sight.

Or shou'd I grant, thou dilst not rightly see
;

Then thou wert first deceiv'd, and I decciv'd by
thee.

But if thou shalt allege, through pride of mind,

Thy blood with one of base condition join'd,

'Tis false, for 'tis not baseness to be poor
;

His poverty augments thy crime the more;

Upbraids thy justice with the scant regard

Of worth: whom princes praise, they shou'd reward.

Are these the kings entrusted by the crowd

With wealth, to be dispens'd for common good ?

The people sweat not for their king's delight,

T' enrich a pimp, or raise a parasite
;

Theirs is the toil ; and he who well has serv'd

His country, has his country's wealth deserv'd,

Ev'n mighty monarchs oft are meanly born,

And kings by birth, to lowest rank return ;

All subject to the pow'r of giddy chance.

For fortune can depress, or can advance

:

But true nobility is of the mind.

Not giv'n by chance, and not to chance resign'd*

••' For the remaining doubt of thy decree,

What to resolve, and how dispose of me,
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Be warn'd to cast that useless care aside,

Myself alone will lor myself provide;

If, in thy doting and decrepit age,

Thy soul, a stranger in thy youth to rage.

Begins in cruel deeds to take delight,

Gorge with my blood thy barb'rous appetitej

For I so little am dispos'd to pray

For life, I would not cast a wish away.

Such as it is, th' offence is all my own ;

And what to Guiscard is already done,

Or to be done, is doom'd by thy decree,

That, if not executed first by thee.

Shall on my person be perform'd by me.

" Away ! with women weep, and leave me here.

Fix'd, like a man, to die without a tear

;

Or save, or slay us both this present hour,

'Tis all that fate has left within thy pow'r!'*

She said : nor did her father fail to find,

In all she spoke, the greatness of her mind ;

Yet thought she was not obstinate to die,

Nor deem'd the death she promis'd was so nigh.

Secure in this belief, he left the dame,

Rcsolv'd to spare her life, and save her shame;

But that detested object to remove,

To wreak his vengeance, and to cure her love..

Intent on this, a secret order sign'd.

The death of Guiscard to his guards enjoin'd ;

Strangling was chosen, and the night the time,

A mute revenge, aud biiud as was the crime

:
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His faithful heart, a bloody sacrifice,

Torn from his breast, to glut the tyrant's eyes,

Clos'd the severe command ; for (slaves to pay)

What kings decree, the soldier must obey:

Wag'd against foes ; and when the v.ars are o'er.

Fit only to maintain despotic pow'r;

Dang'rous to freedom, and desir'd alone

By kings who seek an arbitrary throne:

Such were these guards ; as ready to have slain

The prince himself, allur'd with greater gain :

So was the charge perform'd with better will,

By men inur'd to blood, and exercis'd in ill.

Now tho' the sullen sire had eas'd his mind,

The pomp of his revenge was yet behind,

A pomp prepar'd to grace the present he design'd.

A goblet rich with gems, and rough with gold,

Of depth and breadth the precious pledge to hold.

With cruel care he chose : the hollow part

Inclos'd, the lid conceal'd, the lover's heart:

Then of his trusted mischiefs, one he sent.

And bade him with these words the gift present :

*' Thy father sends thee this, to cheer thy breast,

And glad thy sight with what thou lov'st the best;

As thou hast pleas'd his eyes, and joy'd his mind,

With what he lov'd the most of human kind."

Ere this, the royal dame, who well had weigh'd

The consequence of what her sire had said,

Fix'd on her fate, against th' expected hour,

Procur'd the means to have it in her pow'r

:
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For this, she had distill'd, with early care,

The juice of suiiples, friendly to despair,

A magazine of death ; and thus prepar'd,

Secure to die, the fatal message heard
;

Then smil'd severe; nor with a troubled look,

Or trembling hand, the fuii'ral present took

;

Ev'n kept her countenance, when the lid, remov'd,

Disclos'd the heart, unfortunately lov'd :

She needed not be told within whose breast

It lodg'd ; the message had explain'd the rest.

Or not amaz'd, or hiding her surprise.

She sternly on the bearer fix'd her eyes
;

Then thus : " Tell Tancred, on his daughter's part,

The gold, tho' precious, equals not the heart

:

But he did well to give his best; and I,

Who wish'd a worthier ura, forgive his poverty !"

At this, she curb'd a groan, that else had come.

And pausing, view'd the present in the tomb :

Then to the heart ador'd devoutly glew'd

Her lips, and raising it, her speech renew'd:

" Ev'n from my day of birth, to this, the bound

Of my unhappy being, I have found

My father's care and tenderness express'd
;

But this last act of love excels the rest;

For this so dear a present, bear him back

The best return that I can live to make."

The messenger dispatch'd, again she view'd

The lov'd remains, and sighing, thus pursu'd :

*' Source of my lite, and lord of my desires.

In whom 1 liv'd, with whom my soul expires j
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Poor heart ! no more the spring of vital heat,

Curs'd be the hands that tore thee from thy seat

!

The course is fmish'd which thy fates decreed,

And thou from thy corporeal prison freed ;

Soon hast thou reach'd the goal with mended pace,

A world of woes dispatch'd in little space :

Forc'd by thy worth, thy foe, in death become

Thy friend, has lodg'd thee in a costly tomb.

There yet remain'd thy fun'ral exequies.

The weeping tribute of thy widow's eyes.

And those, indulgent heav'n has found the way
That I before my death have leave to pay.

My father ev'n in cruelty is kind.

Or heav'n has turn'd the malice of his mind

To better uses than his hate desii:;n'd;

And made th' insult which in his gift appears.

The means to mourn thee with my pious tears
;

Which I will pay thee down before I go,

And save myself the pains to weep below.

If souls can weep ; tho' once I meant to meet

My fateAvith face unmov'd, and eyes unwet,

Yet since I have thee here in narrow room.

My tears ishall set thee first afloat within thy tomb

;

Then (as I know thy spirit hovers nigh)

Under thy friendly conduct will I fly

To regions unexplor'd, secure to share

Thy state ; nor hell shall punishment appear
;

And heav'n is double heav'n, if thou art there

She said : her brim-full eyes, that ready stuod^

And only wanted will to weep a flood,

}

.}
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Rcleas'd their wat'ry store, and pour'd amain,

Like clouds low hung, a sober show'r of rain
;

IMute solemn sorrow, free from female noise,

Such as the majesty of grief destroys :

For, bending o'er the cup, the tears she shed

Seem'd by the posture to dicharge her head,

O'er-fiU'd before ; and oft (her mouth apply'd

To the cold heart) she kiss'd at once, and cry'd.

Her maids, who stood amaz'd, nor knew the cause

Of her complaining, nor whose heart it was,

Yet all due measures of her mourning kept,

Did office at the dirge, and by infection wept

;

And oft inquir'd th' occasion of her grief,

(Unanswer'd but by sighs) and offer'd vain relief.

At length, her stock of tears already shed.

She wip'd her eyes, she rais'd her drooping head.

And thus pursu'd : " O ever faithful heart,

I have perform'd tlie ceremonial part.

The decencies of grief ; it rests behind.

That as our bodies were, our souls be joia'd ;

To thy whate'er abode, my shade convey,

And as an elder ghost, direct the way."

She said ; and bade the vial to be brought.

Where she before had brew'd the deadly draught

;

First pouring out the med'cinable bane.

The heart, her tears had rins'd, she bath'd again

;

Then down her tliroat the death securely throws.

And quaffs a long oblivion of her woes.

This done she mounts the genial bed, and there

{Her body first compos'd with honest care)

1
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Attends the welcome rest : her hands yet hold,

Close to her heart, the monumental gold ;

Nor farther word she spoke, but clos'd her sight,

And quiet, sought the covert of the night.

The damsels, who the while in silence mourn'd,

Not knowing, nor suspecting death suborn'd,

Yet, as their duty was, to Tancred sent,

Who, conscious, of th' occasion fear'd th' event.

Alarm'd, and with presaging heart he came,

And drew the curtains, and expos'd the dame

To loathsome light : then, with a late relief,

Made vain eflorts to mitigate her grief.

She, what she could, excluding day, her eyes

Kept firmly sealM, and sternly thus replies :

" Tancred, restrain thy tears, unsought by me,

And sorrow, unavailing now to thee:

Did ever man before afflict his mind,

To see th' effect of what himself design'd ?

Yet if thou hast remaining in thy heart

Some sense of love, some unextinguish'd part

Of former kindness, largely once profess'd.

Let me by that adjure thy harden'd breast,

Not to deny thy daughter's last request

:

The secret love, which I so long enjoy'd,

And still conceal'd, to gratify thy pride,

Thou hast disjoin'd ; but, with ray dying breath,

Seek not, I beg thee, to disjoin our death :

Where'er his corps by thy command is laid.

Thither let mine in public be conve)'d;

Expos'd in open view, and side by side,

Acknowledg'd as a bridegroom and a bride."

}
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The prince's anguish hinder'd his reply :

And she, who felt her fate approaching nigh,

Seiz'd the cold heart, and heaving to her breast,

*< Here, precious pledge,'' she said, '' securely rest !'*

These accents were her last ; the creeping death

Benurab'd her senses first, then stopp'd her breath.

Thus she for disobedience justly dy'd
;

The sire was justly punish'd for his pride :

The youth, least guilty, suflfer'd for th' ofTence

Of duty violated to his prince
;

Who late repenting of his cruel deed,

One common sepulchre for both decreed
;

Intomb'd the wretched pair in royal state.

And on their monument iuscrib'd their fate.

) S
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THE TALE OF THE NUN's PRIEST,

FROM CHAUCER.

J- HERE liv'd, as authors tell, in days of yorCj

A widow somewhat old, and very poor

:

Deep in a dbll her cottage lonely stood,

Well thatch'd, and under covert of a wood.

This dowager, on whom my tale I found,

Since last she laid her husband in the ground,

A simple sober life in patience led,

And had but just enough to buy her bread:

But huswifing the little heav'n had lent,

She duly paid a groat for quarter-rent ;

And pinch'd her belly with her daughters two,

To bring the year about with much ado.
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The cattle in her homestead were three sows,

^n ewe call'd Mally, and three brindcd cows.

Her parlour-window stuck with herbs around,

Of sav'ry smell ; and rushes strew'd the ground.

A maple-dresser in her hall she had,

On which full many a slender meal she made

:

For no delicious morsel pass'd her throat

;

Acccording to her cloth she cut her coat

:

No poignant sauce she knew, nor costly treat,

Her hunger gave a relish to her meat

:

A sparing diet did her health assure
;

Or sick, a pepper posset was her cure.

Before the day was done, her work she sped,

And never went by candle-light to bed :

With exercise she sweat ill humours out,

Her dancing was not hinder'd by the gout.

Her poverty was glad ; her heart content

;

Nor knew she what the spleen or vapours meant.

Of wine she never tasted through the year,

But white and black was all her homely cheer
;

Brown bread, and milk, (but first she skim'd her

boM'ls)

And rashers of sing'd bacon on the coals.

On holy-days, an egg, or two at most

;

But her ambition never rcach'd to roast.

A yard she had with pales enclos'd about.

Some high, some low, and a dry ditch without.

Within this homestead, liv'd without a peer

For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer :
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So hight her cock, whose singing did surpass

The merry notes of organs at the mass.

More certain was the crowing of a cock

To number hours, than is an abbey-clock
;

And sooner than the mattin-bell was rung,

He clapp'd his wings upon his roost, and sung:

For when degrees fifteen ascended right,

By sure instinct he knew 'twas one at night.

High was his comb, and coral-red withal,

In dents embattled like a castle-wall

:

His bill was raven-black, and shone like jet

;

Blue were his legs, and orient were his feet

:

White were his nails, like silver to behold.

His body glitt'ring like the burnish'd gold.

This gentle cock, for solace of his life,

Six misses had beside his lawful wife

;

Scandal, that spares no king, tho' ne'er so good,

Says they were all of his own flesh and blood.

His sisters both by sire and mother's side,

And sure their likeness show'd them near ally'd.

But make the worst, the monarch did no more,

Than all the Ptolomys had done before

;

When incest is for int'rest of a nation,

'Tis made no sin by holy dispensation.

Some lines have been maintain'd by this alone,

Which by their common ugliness are known.

But passing this as from our tale apart.

Dame Partlet was the sovereign of his heart

;

Ardent in love, outrageous in his play.

He feather'd her a hundred times a day

:
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And she, -who was not only passing fair,

But was withal discreet and debonair,

Ilesolv'd the passive doctrine to fulfil,

Tho' loath, and let him work his wicked will.

At board and bed was aflable and kind,

According as their marriage-vow did bind,

And as the church's precept had enjoin'd.

Ev'n since she Avas a s'ennight old, they say,

Was chaste and humble to her dying day,

Nor chick, nor hen, was known to disobey.

By this her husband's heart she did obtain;

What cannot beauty, join'd with virtue, gain!

She was his only joy, and he her pride.

She, when he walk'd, went peckinc; by his side;

If spurning on the ground, he sprung a corn,

The tribute in his bill to her was borne.

But oh ! what joy it was to hear him sing

la summer, when thi^ day began to spring,

Stretciiing his neck, and warbling in his throat

Solus cum sola, then was all his note.

For in the days of yore, the birds of parts

Were bred to speak, and sing, and learn the lib'ral arts.

It happ'd that perching on the parlour-beam,

Amklst his wives, he had a deadly dream,

Just at the dawn, and sigh'd, and groan'd so fast,

As ev'ry breath he drew wou'd be his last.

Dame Partlet, ever nearest to his side.

Heard all his piteous moan, and how he cry'd

For help from gods and nun : and sore aghast

She peck'd and pull'd, and waken'd him at last.
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^^ Dear heart," said she, " for love of heav'n,

declare

Your pain, and make me partner of your care.

You groan, sir, ever since the morning-light,

As something had disturb'd your noble spright."

*' And, madam, well I might," said Chanticleer^

*^ Never was Shrovetide cock in such a fear.

Ev'n still I run all over in a sweat,

My princely senses not recover'd yet.

For such a droam I had of dire portent,

That much 1 fear my body will be shent

:

It bodes I shall have wars and w^oful strife,

Or in a loathsome dungeon end my life.

Know, dame, I dreamt within my troubled breast, "|

That in our yard I saw a murd'rous beast, *•

Tiiat on my body would have made arrest. J

"With waking eyes I ne'er beheld his fellow,

His colour was betwixt a red and yellow :

Tipp'd was his tad, and both his pricking ears,

With black, and much unlike his other hairs :

The rest, in shape a beagle's whelp throughout,

With broader forehead, and a sharper snout:

Deep in his front were sunk his glow ing eyes
;

That yet methiiiks I sec him with sur[)rise.

Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy sweat.

And lay it to my heart, (ind feel it beat."

" Now, fie for shame !" quoth she, " by heav'n

above,

Thou hast for ever lost thy lady's love

;



122 THE COCK AND THE FOX : OR,

No woman can endure a recreant knight,

He must be bold by day, and free by night.

Our sex desires a husband or a friend,

Who can our honour and his own defend ; J

Wise, hardy, secret, lib'ral of his purse :

A fool is nauseous, but a coward worse

:

No bragging coxcomb, yet no baffled knight.

How dar'st thou talk of love, and dar'st not

fight?

How dar'st thou tell thy dame thou art afeard ?

Hast thou no manly heart, and hast a beard ?

" If ought from fearful dreams may be divin'd,

They signify a cock of dunghill-kind. i

All dreams, as in old Galen I have read,

Are from repletion and complexion bred :

From rising fumes of indigested food.

And noxious humours that infect the blood;

And sure, my lord, if I can read aright,

These foolish fancies you have had to night

Are certain symptoms (in the canting style)

Of boiling choler, and abounding bile :

This yellow gall that in your stomach floats,

Engenders all these visionary thoughts.

When choler overflows, then dreams are bred

Of flames and all the family of red
;

Red dragons, and red beasts in sleep we view;

For humours are distinguish'd by their hue.

From hence we dream of wars and warlike things,

And wasps and hornets with their double wings.
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Choler adust congeals our blood with fear;

Then black bulls toss us, and black devils tear,

Jn sanguine airy dreams aloft we bound,

With rheums oppress'd we sink in rivers drown'd.

*' More I could say, but thus conclude my theme j
'q

T'le dominating humour makes the dream. I _

Cato was in his time accounted wise,

And he condemns them for all empty lies. 1

Take my advice, and when we fly to ground,

"With laxatives preserve your body sound.

And purge the peccant humours that abound.

I should be loath to lay you on a bier

;

And though there lives no 'pothecary near,

I dare for once prescribe for your disease.

And save long bills, and a damn'd doctor's fees.

^' Two sovereign herbs, which I by practice kno\f,

And both at hand, (for in our yard thoy grow)

On peril of my soul shall rid you wholly

Of yellow choler, and of melancholy :

You must both purge, and von.it ; but obey,

And foi che love of heav'n make no delay.

Since hot and dry in your complexion join,

Beware the sun when in a vernal sign

;

For when he mounts exalted in the ram,

If then he finds your body in a flame.

Replete with choler, I dare lay a groat,

A tertian ague is at least your lot.

Perhaps a fever (which the gods forefend !)

May bring your youth to some untimely end.
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And therefore, sir, as you desire to live,

A day or two before your laxative,

Take just three worms, nor under nor abore,

Because the gods unequal numbers love.

These digestives prepare you for your purge,

Of furaitcry, centaury, and spurge,

And of ground-ivy add a leaf or two,

All which within our yard or garden grow.

Eat these, and be, jny lord, of better cheer ;

Your father's son was never born to fear."

*' Madam," quoth he, " grammercy for your

care,

But Cato, whom you quoted, you may spare

:

'Tis true, a wise and worthy man he seems.

And (as you say) gave no belief to dreams :

But other men of more authority,

And, by th' immortal pow'rs, as wise as he.

Maintain, with sounder sense, that dreams forbode;

For Homer plainly says they come from God.

Nor Cato said it: but some modern fool

Impos'd in Cato's name on boys at school.

" Believe me, madam, morning dreams foreshow

Th' events of things, and future weal or woe :

Some truths are not by reason to be try'd,

But we have sure experience for our guide.

An ancient author, equal with the best,

Relates this tale of dreams among the rest.

" Two friends, or brothers, with devout intent.

On some far pilgrimage together went.
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It happen'd so that when the sun was dowDj

They just arriv'd by twilight at a town;

That day had been the baiting of a bull,

'Twas at a feast, and cv'ry inn so full,

That no void room in chamber, or on ground,

And but one sorry bed was to be found

;

And that so little it would hold but one,

Though till this hour they never lay alone.

" So were they forc'd to part; one stay'd behin^

His fellow sought wJiat lodging he could lind :

At last he foHud a stall where oxen stood,

And that he rather chose than lie abroad.

'Twas in a farther yard without a door,

But, for his ease, well litter'd was the floor.

*' His fellow, who the narrow bed had kepi,

Was weary, and without a rocker slept

:

Supine he snor'd ; but in the dead of night.

He dreamt his friend appear'd before his sighf,

Who with a ghastly look and doleful cry,

Said, 'Help me, brother, or this night I diel -

Arise, and help, before all help be vain,

Or in an ox's stall I shall be slain !'

" Rouz'd from his rest, he waken'd in a star^

Shiv'ring with horror, and with aching heart;

At length to cure himself by reason tries ;

'Twas but a dream, and what are dreams but lies
!

So thinking, chang'd his side, and clos'd his eyes.

His dream returns ; his friend appears again,

* The murd'rers come : now help, or I am slain !'

'Twas but a vision still, and visions are but vain. }
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He dreamt the third : but now his friend ap-

pear'd

Pale, naked, pierc'd with wounds, with blood

besmear'd:

* Thrice warn'd, awake !' said he ; ' relief is late,

The defid is done ; but thou revenge my fate :

Tardy of aid, unseal thy heavy eyes,

Awake, and with the dawning day arise

:

Take to the western gate thy ready way,

For by that passage they my corps convey

:

My corps is in a tumbril laid, among

The filth and ordure, and enclos'd with dung.

That cart arrest, and raise a common cry

;

For sacred hunger of my gold I die'.'

Then shew'd his grisly wound ; and last he drew

A piteous sigh ; and took a long adieu.

" The frighted friend arose by break of day,

And found the stall where late his fellow lay.

Then of his impious host inquiring more,

Was answer'd that his guest was gone before :

* Muttering he went,' said he, * by morning-light,

And much complain'd of his ill rest by night.'

This rais'd suspicion in the pilgrim's mind,

Because all hosts are of an evil kind.

And oft, to share the spoil, with robbers j(

" His dream confirm'd his thought : with troubled

look

Straight to the western-gate his way he took

There, as his dream foretold, a cart he found,

That carry'd compost forth to dung the ground.

s

—

'

1loin'd. J
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This when the pilgrim saw, he stretch'd his throat.

And cry'd out ' Murder !' with a yelling note
;

* My raurdcr'd fellow in this cart lies dead,

Vengeance and justice on the villain's head!

You, magistrates, who sacred laws dispense,"

On you I call to punish this offence I'

" The word thus giv'n, within a little space,

The mob came roaring out, and throng'd the place.

All in a trice they cast the cart to ground,

And ia the dung the murder'd body found,

Tho' breathless, warm, and reeking from the wound

Good hcav'n, whose darling attribute we find

Is boundless grace and mercy to mankind,

Abhors the cruel ; and the deeds of night

By wond'rous ways reveals in open light:

Murder may pass unpunish'd for a time,

But tardy justice will o'ertake the crime :

And oft a speedier p?.in the guilty feels
;

The hue and cry of heav'n pursues him at the heels,

Fresh from the fact, as in the present case:

The criminals are seiz'd upon the place

:

Carter and host confronted face to face.

Stiii' in denial, as the law appoints.

On engines they distend their tortur'd joints :

So was confession forc'd, th' olfence was known,

And public justice on th' oftenders done.

*' Here may you see that visions are to dread ;

And in the page that follow this 1 read

Of two young merchants, whom the hopeofgaia

Induc'd in partnership to cross the main :

7
•

}



128 THE COCK AND THE FOX : OR,

Waiting till willing winds their sails siipply'd, "j

Within a trading-town they long abide, i-

Full fairly situate on a haven's side. J

" One evening it bcfel, that looking out,

The wind they long had wish'd was come about.

Well pleas'd they went to rest, and, if the gale

'Till morn continu'd, both resolv'd to sail.

But as together in a bed they lay,

The younger had a dream at break of day.

A man, he thought, stood frowning at his side,

Who warn'd him for his safety to provide.

Nor put to sea, but safe on shore abide.

' I come, thy genius, to command thy stay

;

"]

Trust not the winds, for fatal is the day,
f

And death unhop'd attends the wat'ry way !' J

" The vision said, and vanish'd from his sight:

The dreamer Avaken'd in a mortal fright

:

Then pull'd his drowsy neighbour, and declar'd

What in his slumber he had seen and heard.

His friend smil'd scornful, and with proud contempt

* Rejects as idle what his fellow dreamt :

Stay, who will stay: for me no fears restrain.

Who follow Mercury, the god of gain:

Let each man do as to his fancy seems,

I wait not, I, till you have better dreams.

Dreams are but interludes, which fancy makes; i

When monarch-reason sleeps, this mimic wakes ;|

Compounds a medly of disjointed things,
|

A mob of coblors, and a court of kings

:

j



}

tni TAtE OF THE NUN's PEIEST. Ii9

Light fumes are m^rry, grosser fumes are sad ;

Both are the reasonable soul run mad :

And many monstrous forms in sleep we see,

That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be.

Sometimes, forgotten things long cast behind

Rush forward in the brain, and come to mind;

The nurse's legends are for truths receiv'd,

And the man dreams but what the boy believ'd,

* Sometimes we but rehearse a former play.

The night restores our actions done by day,

As hounds in sleep will open for their prey.

In short, the farce of dreams is of a piece,

Chimerab all, and more absurd, or less :

You, who believe in talcs, abide alone

;

Whate'er I get this voyage, is ray own,'

*'Thus while he spoke, he heard the shouting creTf

That call'd aboard, and took his last adieu.

The vessel went before a merry gale,

And for quick passage put on ev'ry sail

:

But when least fear'd, and ev'n in open day.

The mischief overtook her in the way :

Whether she sprung a leak, I cannot find.

Or whether she was overset with wind,

Or that some rock below her bottom rent;

But down at once with all her crew she went

:

Her fellow-ships from far her loss descry'd
;

But only she was sunk, and all were safe beside.

" By this example you are taught again.

That dreams and vLsioas are not always vain.

K.
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Biit if, dear Partlet, you are yet in doubt,

Another tale shall make the former out.

" Kcnelm the son of Kenulph, Mercia's king,

Whose holy life the legends loudly sing,

Warn'd in a dream, his murder did foretel

From point to point, as after it befell

:

All circumstances to his nurse he told,

(A Avonder, from a child of sev'n years old :)

The dream with horror heard, the good old wife

From treason counsell'd him to guard his life ;

But close to keep the secret in his mind,

For a boy's vision small belief Avould find.

The pious child, by promise bound, obey'd,

Nor was the fatal murder long delay'd ;

By Qucnda slain, he fell before his time,

Made a ) oung martyr by his sister's crime.

The tale is told by venerable Bede,

Which, at your better leisure, you may read. I

*' Macrobius, too, relates the vision sent

To the great Scipio, with the fam'd event.

Objection makes, but after makes replies,
j

And adds, that dreams are often prophecies, '

" Of Daniel, } on may read in holy writ, "j

Who, when the king his vision did forget, l

Cou'd word for word the wond'rous dream repeat. J
Nor less of patriarch Joseph understand,

Who by a dream inslav'd th' Egyptian land,

The years of plenty and of dearth foretold.

When, for their bread, their liberty they sold.
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Nor must th' exalted butler be forgot,

Nor he whose dream presag'd his hanging lot.

'' And did not Croesus the same death foresee,

Kais'd in a vision on a lofty tree ?

The wife of Hector, in his utmost pride,

Dreamt of his death the night before he died :

Well was he warn'd from battle to refrain,

But men to death decreed are warn'd

He dar'd the dream, and by his fatal

" Much more I know, which I forbear to s])cak,

For see the ruddy day begins to break

;

Let this suffice, that plainly I foresee

My dream was bad, and bodes adversity ;

But neither pills nor laxatives I like.

They only serve to make a well man sick :

Of these his gain the sharp physician makes.

And often gives a purge, but seldom takes

:

They not correct, but poison all the blood, i

And ne'er did any but the doctors good.

Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all,

With ev'ry work of 'pothecary's hall.

*' These melancholy matters 1 forbear :

But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and swear,

^hat when I view the beauties of thy face,

I fear not death, nor dangers, nor disgrace:

So may my soul have bliss, as when I spy

The scarlet red about thy partridge eye,

While thou art constant to thy own true knight, "]

While thou art mine, and I am thy delight, /'

All sorrows at thy presence take their flight. J

K 2



132 THE COCK AND THE FOX t OB,

For true it is, as in principioj

Mulier est hominis confusio.

Madam, the meaning of this Latin is,

That woman is to man his sovereign bliss.

For when by night 1 feel your tender side.

Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride,

Yet I have such a solace in my mind,

That all my boding cares are cast behind ;

And ev'n already I forget my dream ;"

He said, and downward flew from olF the beam.

For day. light now began apace to spring,

The thrush to whistle, and the lark to sing.

Then crowing clap'd his wings, th' appointed call

To chuck his wives together in the hall.

By this the widow had unbarr'd the door,

And Chanticleer went strutting out before.

With royal courage, and with heart so light,

As shew'd he scorn'd the visions of the night.

Now roaming in the _yard he spurn'd the ground,

And gave to Partlet the first grain he found.

Then often feathcr'd her with wanton play,

And trod lior twenty times ere prime of day;

And took by turns and gave so much delight.

Her sisters pin'd with envy at the sight.

He chuck'd again, when other corns he found^

And scarcely deign'd to set a foot to ground
;

But swagger'd like a lord about his hall,

And his sev'n wives came running at his call.

'Twas now the month in which the world began,

(If March beheld the first created ma:\ :)
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And since the vernal equinox, the sun

In Aries twelve degrees, or more, had run,

When casting up his eyes against the light.

Both month, and day, and hour he measur'd right;

And told more truly than th' ephemeris
;

JFor art may err, but nature cannot miss.

Thus numb'ring times and seasons in his breast,

His second crowing the third hour confess'd.

Then turning, said to Partlet, "See, my dear.

How lavish nature has ado'-n'd the year ;

How the pale primrose and blue violet spring, '

And birds essay their throats disus'd to sing : '

All these are ours ; and I with pleasure see

Man strutting on two legs, and aping me !

An unfledg'd creature, of a lumpish frame,

Endu'd with fewer particles of flame :

Our dame sits couring o'er a kitchen-fire,

I draw fresh air, and nature's works admire

:

And ev'n this day, in more delight abound,

Than since I was an egg I ever found."

The time shall come when Chanticleer shall wisb

His words unsaid, and hate his boasted bliss :

The crested bird shall by experience know,
Jove made not him his master-piece below

;

And learn the latter end of joy is woe.

The vessel of his bliss to dregs is run.

And heav'n will have him taste his other tun.

Ye wise, draw near, and hearken to my tale,

Which proves that oft the proud by flatt'ry fall

:

}
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The legend is as true I undertake

As Tristran is, and Ijauncelot of the Lake ;

Which all our ladies in such rev'rence hold.

As if in book of martyrs it were told.

A fox full fraught with seeming sanctity,

That fcar'd an oath, but, like the devil, would lie^

Who look'd like Lent, and had the holy leer,

And durst not sin before he said his pray'r

:

This pious cheat, that never suck'd the blood, -.

Nor chaw'd the flesh of lambs, but when he cou'd . ',

Had pass'd three summers in the neighb'ring wood : J

And musing long whom next to circumvent,

On Chanticleer his wicked fancy bent

:

And in his high imagination cast

By stratagem to gratify his taste.

The plot contriv'd, before the l>rcak of day.

Saint Reynard thro' the hedge had made his way :

.The pale was next, but proudly with a bound

He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground

:

Yet, fearing to be seen, within a bed

Of coleworts he conceal'd his wily head
;

There sculk'd till afternoon, and watch'd his time,

(As murd'rers use) to perpetrate his crime.

O hypocrite, ingenious to destroy,

O traitor, Avorsc than Sinoii was to Troy !

O vile subvertcr of the Gallic reign.

More false than Gano was to Charlemaign!

O Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour

Dids't thou forsake the safety of thy bow'r

!
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Better for thee thou hadst believ'd thy dream,

And not that day descended from the beam I

But here the doctors eagerly dispute : ,

Some hold predestination absolute :

Some clerks maintain, that heav'n at first foresees,

And in the virtue of foresight decrees.

If this be so, then prescience binds the will,

And mortals are not free to good or ill

:

For what he first foresaw, he must ordain,

Or its eternal prescience may be vain:

As bad for us as prescience had not been:

For first, or last, he's author of the sin.

And who says that, let the blaspheming man

Say worse cv'n of the devil, if he can.

For how can that Eternal Pow'r be just

To punish man, who sins because he must?

Or, how can he reward a virtuous deed.

Which is not done by us, but first decreed?

I cannot bolt this matter to the bran.

As Bradwardin and holy Austin can

:

If prescience can determine actions so

That we must do, because he did foreknow.

Or that foreknowing, yet our choice is free.

Not forc'd to sin by strict necessity:

This strict necessity they simple call.

Another sort there is conditional.

The first so binds the will, that things foreknown

By spontaneity, not choice, are done.

Thus galley-slaves tug willing at their oar, "j

Consent to work, in prospect of the shore
; ^

But wou'd not work at all, ifnotcoustraiu'd before. J



}

156 IHE COCK And the fox i ok^

That other does not liberty constrain)

But man may either act, or may refrain.

Heav'n made us agents free to good or ill, i

And forc'd it not, tho' he foresaw the will. '

Freedom was first bestow'd on human race,

And prescience only held the second place.

If he could make such agents wholly free,

I not dispute; the point's too high for me ;

Forhcav'n's unfathom'd pow'r what man can soundj.

Or put to his omnipotence a bound ?

\ He made us to his image, all agree ;
|

That image is the soul, and that must be !

i^ Or not the Maker's image, or be free.

' But whether it were better man had been

By nature bound to good, not free to sin^

1 wave, for fear of splitting on a rock.

The tale 1 tell is only of a cock

;

Who had not run the hazard of his life,

Had he belicv 'd his dream, and not his wife c

For women, with a mischief to their kind,

Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind.

A woman's counsel brought us first to woe,

And made her man his Paradise forego,

Where at heart's ease he liv'd ; and might have be«ll

As free from sorrow as he was from sin,

Fpr what the devil had their sex to do,

That, born to folly, they presum'd to know^

And could not see the serpent in the grass?

But 1 myself presume, and let it pass.

" Silence in times of suti'ring is the best,

'Tis dang'rous to disturb a horuet's nest.
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In other authors you may find enough,

^But all they say of dames is idle stuff.

''^' Legends of lying wits together bound,

The wife of Bath would throw 'em to the ground :'*

,; These are the words of Chanticleer, not mine,

S. I honour dames, and think their sex divine.

• Now to continue what my tale begun :

Lay madam Partlet basking in the sun,

Breast-high in sand : her sisters in a row,

Enjoy'd the beams above, the warmth belovr.

The cock, that of his flesh was ever free,

Sung merrier than the mermaid in the sea

:

And so befel, that as he cast his eye.

Among the coleworts on a butterfly.

He saw false Reynard, where he lay full low,

I need not swear he had no list to crow :

But cry'd, Cock, Cock ! and gave a sudden start,

As sore dismay'd and frighted at his heart.

For birds and beasts, inform'd by nature, knoif

Kinds opposite to theirs, and fly their foe.

So Chanticleer, who never saw a fox.

Yet shunn'd him as a sailor shuns the rocks.

But the false loon, who could not work his will

By open force, employ'd his flatt'ring skill

:

*' I hope, my lord," said he, " I not ofiend
;

Are you afraid of me, that am your friend ?

I were a beast indeed to do you wrong,
,

I, who have lov'd, and honour'd you so long ;

Stay, gentle sir, nor take a false alarm,

for, on my soul, I never meant you harm.
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I come no spy, nor as a traitor press,

To learn the secrets of your soft recess:

Far be from Reynard so prophane a thought.

But by the sweetness of your voice was brought r

For, as I bid my beads, by chance I heard

The song as of an angel in the yard :

A song that wou'd have charm'd th' infernal gods,

And banish'd horror from the dark abodes

:

Had Orpheus sung it in the nether sphere, ^
So much the hymn had pleas'd the tyrant's ear, |

The wife had been detain'd, to keep the husband
|

there. J
<' My lord, your sire familiarly I knew,

A peer deserving such a son as you

:

He, with your lady-mother (whom heav'n rest !)

Has often grac'd my house, and been my guest

:

To view his living features does me good.

For I am your poor neighbour in the wood;

And in my cottage shou'd be proud to see

The worthy heir of my friend's family.

" But since I speak of singing, let me say.

As with an upright heart I safely may,

That, save yourself, there breathes not on the

ground,

One like your father for a silver-sound.

So sweetly wou'd he wake the winter day.

That matrons to the church mistook thei

And thought they heard the merry organ play.

And he to raise his voice with artful care,

(What will not beaux attempt to please the fair ?)

ay?
]

iir way, <•

n play. J
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On tiptoe stood to sing with greater strength,

And stretch'd his comely neck at all the length:

And while he strained his voice to pierce the skies,

As saints in raptures use, would shut his eyes,

That the sound striving thro' the narrow throat.

His winking might avail, to mend the note.

By this, in song, he never had his peer,

From sweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer

;

Not Maro's muse who sung the mighty man.

Nor Pindar's heav'nly lyre, nor Horace when a,

swan.

Your ancestors proceed from race divine,

From Brennus aud Belinus is your line.

Who gave to sov'reign Rome such loud alarms,

That ev'n the priests were not excus'd from arms.

" Besides, a famous monk of modern times.

Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes,

That of a parish priest the son and heir,

(When sons of priests were from the proverb clear)

Affronted once a cock of noble kind,

And either lam'd his legs, or struck him blind j

For which the clerk his father Avas disgrac'd,

And in his benefice another plac'd.

Naw sing, my lord, if not for love of me,

Yet for the sake of sweet saint Charity ;

Make hills and dales, and earth and heav'n rejoice,

And emulate your father's angel voice."

The cock was pleas'd to hear him speak so fairj,

Aud proud beside, as solar people are

:
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Nor cou'd the treason from the truth descry.

So was he ravish'd with this flattery

:

So much the more as from a little elf,

He had a high opinion of himself

;

The' sickly, slender, and not large of limb,

Concluding all the world was made for him.

Ye princes rais'd by poets to the gods,

And Alexander'd up in lying odes.

Believe not cv'ry flatt'ring knave's report,

There's many a Reynard lurking in the court;

And he shall be receiv'd with more regard
|

And listen'd to, than modest truth is heard. '

This Chanticleer, of whom the story sings,

Stood high upon his toes, and clap'd his wings

;

Then stretch'd his neck, and wink'd with both hit

eyes,

Ambitious, as he sought the Olympic prize.

But while he pain'd himself to raise his note,

False Reynard rush'd, and caught him by the throat.

Then on his back he laid the precious load,

And sought his wonted shelter of the wood ;

Swiftly he made his way, the mischief done,

Of all unheeded, and pursu'd by none.

Alas I what stay is there in human state,

Or who can shun inevitable fate ?

The doom was written, the decree was past,

Ere the foundations of the world were cast

!

In Aries though the sun exalted stood,

His patron-planet to procure his good ^
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Yet Saturn was his mortal foe, and he

In Libra rais'd, oppos'd the same degree i

The rays both good and bad, of equal pow'r^

Each thwarting other made a mingl'd hour.

On Friday morn he dreamt this direful dream^ ]

Cross to the worthy native, in his scheme I

Ah blissful Venus, goddess of delight.

How cou'dst thou suffer thy devoted knight,

On thy own day to fall by foe oppressed,

The wight of all the world who serv'd thee best?

Who, true to love, was all for recreation,

And minded not the work of propagation.

Gaufride, who cou'dst so well in rhyme complaia

The death of Richard with an arrow slain,

Why had not I thy muse, or thou my heart,

To sing this heavy dirge with equal art

!

That I like thee of Friday might complain;

For on that day was Cceur de Lion slain.

Not louder cries when Ilium was in flames,

Were sent to heav'n by woful Trojan dames.

When Pyrrhus toss'd on high his burnish'd blade,

And offer'd Priam to his father's shade.

Than for the cock the Midow'd poultry made.

Fair Partlet first, when he was born from sight,

With sov'reign shrieksbewail'd her captive knight.

Far louder than the Carthaginian wife.

When Asdrubal, her husband, lost his life

;

When she beheld the smould'ring flames ascend,

And all the Punic glories at an end:

}
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Willing into the fires she plung'd her head,

With greater ease than others seek their bed.

Not more aghast the matrons of renown,

When tyrant Nero burn'd th' imperial town,'

Shriek'd for the downfall in a doleful cry,

For \fhich their guiltless lords were doom'd to

die.

Now to my story I return again

:

The trembling widow, and her daughters twain.

This woful cackling cry with horror heard,

Of those distracted damsels in the yard
;

And starting up beheld the heavy sight.

How Reynard to the forest took his flight,

And cross his back, as in triumphant scorn,

The hope and pillar of the house was borne. (

The fox, the wicked fox, was all the cry

;

Out from his house ran ev'ry neighbour nigh

:

The vicar first, and after him the crew,

With forks and staves the felon to pursue.

Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the band.

And Malkin, with her distalFin her hand :

Ran cow and calf, and family of hogs.

In panic horror of pursumg dogs.

With many a deadly grunt and doleful squeak, I

Poor swine ! as if their pretty hearts would break.

The shouts of men, the women in dismay,
|

With shrieks augment the terror of the day.

The ducks that heard the proclamation cry'd.

And fear'd a persecution might betide,
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Full twenty miles from town their voyage take^

Obscure in rushes of the liquid lake.

The geese fly o'er the barn ; the bees in arms,

Drive headlong from the waxen cells in swarms.

Jack Straw at London-stone, with all his rout,

Struck not the city with so loud a shout

;

Not when with English hate they did pursue

A Frenchman, or an unbelieving Jew :

Not when the welkin rung with one and all;

And echoes bounded back from Fox's hall

;

Earth sem'd to sink beneath, and heav'n above

fall!

With might and main they chas'd the murd'rous fox,

With brazen trumpets, and inflated box,

To kindle Mars with military sounds;

Nor wanted horns t' inspire sagacious hounds.

But see how fortune can confound the wise.

And w hen they least e.'.pect it, turn the dice.

The captire cock, who scarce cou'd draw his breath,

And lay within the very jaws of death ;

Yet in this agony his fancy wrought,

And fear suppl^'d him with this happy thought

:

*' Your's is the prize, victorious prince," said he,

" The vicar my defeat, and all the village see.

Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may,

And bid the churls, that envy you the prey,

Call back their mungril curs, and cease their cry;

See, fools, the shelter of the wood is nigh.

And Chanticleer in your despite shall die.

He shall be pluck'd, and eaten to the bone."

'}
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" 'Tis well advis'd; in faith, it shall be donel"
This Reynard said : but as the word he spoke.

The pris'ner with a spring from prison broke:

Then stretch'd his feather'd fans with all his might.

And to the neighb'ring maple wing'd his flight.

Whom when the traitor safe on tree beheld,

He curs'd the gods, with shame and sorrow fill'd ;

Shame for his folly ; sorrow out of time,

For plotting an unprofitable crime:

Yet mast'ring both, th' artificer of lies

Renews th' assault, and his last batt'ry tries.

*' Thougli I," said he, *' did ne'er in thought

offend.

How justly may ray lord suspect his friend?

Th' appearance is against me, I confess.

Who seemingly have put you in distress

:

You, if your goodness does not plead my cause,

JMay think 1 broke all hospitable laws.

To bear you from your palace-yard by might.

And put your noble person in a fright

:

This, since you take it ill, 1 must repent,

Tho' heav'n can witness, with no bad intent

;

I practis'd it, to make you taste your cheer

With double pleasure, first prepar'd by fear.

So loyal subjects otten seize their prince, ->

Forc'd (for his good) to seeming violence,
J.

Yet mean his sacred person not the least offenoc. J
Descend ; so help me Jove^ as you shall find

That Reynard comes of no dissembling kind.'*
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'* Nay," quoth the cock ; " but I beshrew uS

both,

If I believe a saint upon his oath :

An honest man may take a knave's advice,

But idiots only may be cozen'd twice :

Once warn'd is well bewar'd : not flatt'ring lies "j

Shall sooth me more to sing with winking eyes,
f

And open mouth, for fear of catching flies. J

Who blindfold walks upon a river's brim,

When he should see, has he deserv'd to swim ?"

*' Better, sir cock, let all contention cease.

Come down," said Reynard, " let us treat of peace.**

*' A peace, with all my soul," said Chanticleer;

*' But, with your favour, I will treat it here :

And lest the truce with treason should be mixt,

'Tis my concern to have the tree betwixt."

THE MORAL.

In this plain fable you th' effect may se«

Of negligence and fond credulity

:

And learn besides of flatt'rers to beware,

Then most pernicious when they speak too fair.

The cock and fox, the fool and knave imply ; ,

The truth is moral, though the tale a lie. ^

Who spoke in parables, I dare not say ;

But sure he knew it was a pleasing wayj

Souad seiise, by plain examplCj to couTej,

't.

}
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And in a heathen author we may find, "j

That pleasure with instruction should be join'd :
f

So take the corn, and leave the chaff behind. •'
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TPIEODORE AND HONORIA.

FROM

BOCCACE.

Of all the cities in Romrauan lands,

The chief and most renown'd Ravenna stands:

Adorn'd in ancient times with arms and arts,

And rich inhabitants, with generous hearts.

But Theodore the brave, above the rest,

With gifts of fortune and of nature bless'd,

The foremost place for wealth and honour held,

An^.all in feats of chivalry excell'd.

This noble youth to madness lov'd a dam*

Of high degree, Honoria was her name:

Fair as the fairest, but of haughty mind,

And fiercer than became so soft a kind

;

Proud other birth, (for e(}nal she had none).

The rest she^coru'd; but h;ited him aloue.
"^

I 2
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His gifts, his constant courtship, nothing gain'd ;

For she, the more he lov'd, the more disdaiu'd :

He liv'd with all the pomp he cou'd devise,

At tilts and tournaments obtain'd the prize,

But found no favour in his lady's eyes

:

Relentless as a rock, the lofty maid

Turn'd all to poison that he did or said :

Nor pray'rs, nor tears, nor ofTer'd voms could -

move;

The work went backward ; and the more he strove

T' advance his suit, the farther from her love. J

Weary'd at length, and wanting remedy,

He doubted oft, and oft resolv'd to die.

But pride stood ready to prevent the blow^

For who would die to gratify a foe ?

His gen'rous mind disdain'd so mean a fate

;

That pass'd, his next endeavour Avas to hate.

But vainer that relief than all the rest,

The less he hop'd, with more desire possess'd
;

Love stood the siege, and would not yield his i

breast. J

Change was the next, but change deceiv'd his care
;

He sought a fairer, but found none so fair.

He would have worn her out by slow degrees,

As men by fasting starve th' untam'd disease:

But present love requir'd a present ease.

Looking he feeds alone his famish'd eyes,

Feeds ling'ring death, but looking not he dieS-

Yet still he chose the longest way to fate,

Wasting at once his life and his estate.

}

i
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His friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain,

For what advice can ease a lover's pain

!

Absence, the best expedient they could find

Might save the fortune, if not cure the mind

:

This means they long propos'd, but little gain'd,

Yet after much pursuit, at length obtain'd.

Hard you may think it was to give consent,

But, struggling with his own desires, he went

:

With large expence, and with a pompous train,

Provided, as to visit France or Spain,

Or for some distant voyage o'er the main.

But love had clipp'd his wings, and cut him short,

Confin'd within the purlieus of his court

:

Three miles he went, no farther could retreat;

His travels ended at his country seat:

To Chassis' pleasing plains he took his way,

There pitch'd his teats, and there resolv'd to stay.

The spring was in the prime ; the neighb'i-ing

grove

Supply'd with birds, the choristers of love :

Music unbought, that minister'd delight

To morning walks, and iull'd his cares by night.

There he discharg'd his friends ; but not th' expence

Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence.

He liv'd as kings retire, tho' more at large

From public business, yet with equal charge j

With house and heart still open to receive ;

As well content, as love would give him leare

:

He would have liv'd more free ; but many a gucstj

Who could forsake the friend, pursu'd the feast.
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It liapp'd one morning, as his fancy led,

Before liis usual hour he left his bed,

To -walk within a lonely lawn, that stood

On ev'ry side surrounded by the wood :

Alone he walk'd, to please his pensive mind.

And sought the deepest solitude to find :

'TM'as in a grove of spreading pines he stray'd
;

The winds within the quiv'ring branches play'd,

And dancing trees a mournful music made.
The place itself was suiting to his care,

Uncouth and savage, as the cruel fair.

He wander'd on, unknowing w here he went,

Lost in the Avood, and all on love intent

;

The day already half his race had run, "I

And summon'd him to due repast at noon, ?

But love could feel no hunger but his own. J

Whilst list'ning to the murm'ring leaves he stood,

More than a mile immers'd within the wood,

At once the wind v\ as laid ; the w hisp'ring sound

Was dumb ; a rising earthquake rock'd the

ground:

With deeper brown the grove was overspread : -v

A sudden horror seiz'd his giddy head, L

And his ears tinkled, and his colour fled. J
Nature was in alarm ; some danger nigh

Seem'd threatened, though unseen to mortal eye.

Unus'd to fear, he summon'd all his soul.

And stood collected in himself, and whole
;

Not long : for soon a whirlwind rose around,

And from afar he heard a screaming sound,
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As of a dame distress'd, who cry'd for aid,

And fi)I'd with loud laments the secret shade.

A thicket tlose beside the grove there stood,

With briers and brambles chok'd, and dwarfisli

wood :

From thence the noise : which now approaching

near.

With more distinguish'd notes invades his car.

He rais'd his head, and saw a beauteous maid.

With hair dishevell'd, issuing through the shade

;

Stripp'd of her cloaths, and e'en those parts revcal'd

Which modest nature keeps from sight conceal'd.

Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn,

With passing thro' the brakes, and prickly thorn :

Two mastiffs gaunt and grim her flight pursu'd,

And oft their fasten'd fangs in blood embru'd ;

Oft they came up, and pinch'd her tender side,

*' Mercy, O mercy, heav'n!" she ran, and cry'd;

When heav'n was nam'd, they loos'd their hold again,

Then sprung she forth, they follow'd her amain.

Not far behind, a knight of swarthy face.

High on a coaUblack steed pursu'd the chace ;

With flashing flames his ardent eyes were fill'd,

And in his hands a naked sword he held :

He chear'd the dogs to follow her Avho fled,

And voAv'd revenge on her devoted head.

As Theodore was born of noble kind.

The brutal aclion rouz'd his manly mind ;

Mov'd with unworthy usage of the maid,

Me, though unarm'd^ resolv'd to give her uitl.
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A saplin pine he wrencji'd from out the ground,

The readiest weapon that his fury found.

Thus furnish'd for offence, he cross'd the way
Betwixt the graceless villain and his prey.

The knight came thund'ring on, but from afar,

Thus, in imperious tone, forbad the war :

*' Cease, Theodore, to prolfer vain relief,

Nor stop the vengeance of so just a grief;

But give me leave to seize my destin'd prey,

And let eternal justice take the way

:

I but revenge my fate ; disdain'd, betray'd,

And sulPring death for this ungrateful maid."

He said ; at once dismounting from the steed

;

For now the hell-hounds, with superior speed,

Had reach'd the dame, and fast'ning on her side.

The ground with issuing streams of purple dy'd.

Stood Theodore surpris'd in deadly fright,

V/ith chatt'ring teeth and bristling hair upright

;

Yet arm'd with inborn worth, "Whate'er," said he,

*' Thou art, who know'st me better than I thee;

Or prove thy rightful cause, or be defy'd :"

The spectre, fiercely staring, thus reply'd:

" Know, Theodore, thy ancestry I claim^

And Guido Cavalcanti was my name.

One common sire our fathers did beget.

My name and story some remember yet

:

Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid,

When, for my sins, I lov'd this haughty maid ;

Not less ador'd in life, nor serv'd by me,

Than proud Honoria now is lov'd by thee.
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1

What did I not her stubborn heart to gain ?

Bat all my rows were answer'd with disdain

;

She scorn'd my sorrows, and despis'd my pain

Long time I dragg'd my days in fruitless care

;

Then loathing life, and plung'd in deep despair,

To finish my unhappy life, I fell

On this sharp sword, and now am damn'd in hell.

" Short was her joy ; for soon the insulting maid

By hea?'n's decree in the cold grave was laid;

And as in unrepented sia she dy'd,

Doom'd to the same bad place, is punish'd for he(

pride

;

Because she deem'd I well deserv'd to die,

And made a merit of her cruelty.

There, then, we met ; both try'd, and both were

cast,

And this irrevocable sentence pass'd

:

That she whom I so long pursu'd in vain,

Sho'-'ld suffer from my hands a ling'ring pain :

Renew'd to life, that she might daily die,

I daily doom'd to follow, she to fly :

No more a lover, but a mortal foe,

I seek her life (for love is none below :)

As often as my dogs with better speed

Arrest her flight, is she to death decreed.

Then with this fatal sword, on which I dy'd,

I pierce her open'd back or tender side,

And tear that harden'd heart from out her breast,

Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry hounds

a feast.
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Nor lies she long, but as her Fates ordain,

Springs up to life, and fresh to second pain,

Is sav'd to day, to-morrow to be slain."

This, Ters'd in death, th' infernal knight relates^

And then for proof, fulfill'd their common fates

;

Her heart and bowels through her back he drew,

And fed the hounds that help'd him to pursue.

Stern look'd the fiend, as frustrate of his will,

Not half suffic'd, and greedy yet to kill.

And now the soul expiring through the wound,

Had left the body breathless on the ground.

When thus the grisly spectre spoke again :

** Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain :

As many months as I sustain'd her hate,

So many years is she coudemn'd by fate

To daily death ; and ev'ry several place,

Conscious of her disdain, and my disgrace,

Must witness her just punishment, and bs

A scene of triumph and revenge to me.

As in this grove I took ray last farcwel,

As on this very spot of earth I fell.

As Friday saw me die, so she my prey

Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving day."

Thus while he spoke, the virgin from the ground

Upstarted fresh, already clos'd the wound,

And UDConcern'd for all she felt before.

Precipitates her flight along the shore

:

The hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with flesh and

blood.

Pursue their prey, and seek their wonted food

:

}
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The fiend remounts his courser ; mends his pace.

And all the vision vanish'd from the place.

Long stood the noble youth oppress'd with a\re, -^

And stupid at the wond'rous things he saw, I

Surpassing common faith, transgressing nature's
j

law. '

He would have been asleep, and wish'd to wake,

But dreams, he knew, no long impression make,

Though strong at first: if vision, to what end,

But such as must his future state portend ?

His love the damsel, and himself the fiend.

But yet reflecting that it could not be

'From heav'n, which cannot impious acts decree,

Resolv'd within himself to shun the snare

Which hell for his destruction did prepare

;

And as his better genius should direct,

From an ill cause to draw a good effect.

Inspir'd from heav'n he homeward took his way,

Nor pall'd his new design with long delay

:

Put of his train a trusty servant sent

To call his friends together at his tent.

They came, and usual salutations paid,

With words premeditated thus he said :

*' What you have often counsell'd, to remove

My vain pursuit of unregarded love

;

By thrift my sinking fortune to repair,

Tho' late, yet is at last become my care

:

My heart shall be my own ; my vast expenct

Reduc'd to boundsj by timely providence :
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This only I require ; invite for me
Honoria, with her father's family,

Her friends, and mine ; the cause I shall display,

On Friday next, for that's th' appointed day."

Well pleas'd were all his friends, the task wa»
light;

The father, mother, daughter they invite ;

Hardly the dame was drawn to this repast

;

But yet resolv'd, because it was the last.

The day was come ; the guests invited came,

And, with the rest, th' inexorable dame:

A feast prepar'd with riotous expence,

Much cost, more care, and most magnificence.

The place ordain'd was in that haunted grove,

"Where the revenging ghost pursu'd his love :

The tables in a proud pavilion spread,

With flow'rs below, and tissue over head :

The rest in rank ; Honoria, chief in place,

Was artfully contriv'd to set her face

To front the thicket, and behold the chace.

The feast was serv'd ; the time so well forecast, .

That just when the deseit and fruits wer«

plac'd.

The fiend's alarm began ; the hollow sound

Sung in the leaves, the forest shook around

Air blacken'd ; roU'd the thunder
;

groan

ground.

Nor long before the loud laments arise

Of one distress'd, and mastiffs' mingled cries

}

'•

1n'd the
j
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And first the dame came rushing through the wood, y
And next the famish'd hounds that sought their food, I

And grip'd her flanks, and oft essay'd their jaws f

in blood.

Last calme the felon on the sable steed,

Arm'd with his naked sword, and urg'd his dogs io

speed.

She ran, and cry'd ; her flight directly bent,

(A guest unbidden) to the fatal tent,

The scene of death, and place ordain'd for punish

ment.

Loud was the noise, aghast was every guest.

The women shrick'd, the men forsook the feast

;

The hounds at nearer distance hoarsely bay'd ; -s"

The hunter close pursu'd the visionary maid

;

I

She rent the heav'n with loud laments, imploring
j

aid. J

The gallants, to protect the lady's right.

Their faulchions bvandish'd at the grisly sprite :

High on his stirrups he provok'd the fight

;

Then on the crowd he cast a furious look,

And wither'd all their strength before he strook

:

*' Back, on your lives! let be," said he, "my prej»

And let my vengeance take the destin'd way.

Vain arc your arms, and vainer your defence,

Against th' eternal doom of Providence

:

Mine is th' ungrateful maid by heav'n design'd :

Mercy she would not give, nor mercy shall she find I"

At this the former tale again he told

With thuiid'ring tone, and dreadful to behold.

}
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Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime,

Nor needed to he warn'd a second time,

But bore each other back ; some knew the face,

And all had heard the much-lamented case

Of him who fell for love, and this the fatal place.

And now th' iufernal minister advanc'd,

Seiz'd the dac victim, and with fury lanc'd

Her back, and piercing through her inmost heart,

Drew backward, as before, tii' offending part.

The reeking entr:iils next he tore away,

And to his meagre mastiffs made a prey :

The pale assistiuits on each other star'd,

With gaping mouths for issuing words prepared
;

The still-born sou.uls upon the palate hung,

And died imjjerfect on the falt'ring tongue.

The fright was genera! ; but the female band

(A helpless train) in more confusion stand
;

With horror shudd'ring, en a heap they run,

Sick at the sight of hateful justice done;

For conscience rung th' alarm, and made the case

their own.

So, spread upon a lake, with upward eye

A plump of fowl, behold their foe on high

;

They close their trembling troop, and all attend

On whom the sousing eagle will descend.

But most the proud Honoria fear'd th' event,

And thought to her alone the vision sent.

Her guilt presents to her distracted mind

Heav'n's justice, Theodore's revengeful kind.

And the same fate to the same sin assign'd
;

}
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Already sees herself the monster's prey,

And feels her heart and entrails torn away.

'Twas a mute scene of sorrow, mix'd with fear.

Still on the table lay th' unfinish'd cheer

;

The knight and hungry mastiffs stood around,

The mangled dame lay breathless on the ground

:

When on a sudden, re-inspir'd with breath,

Again she rose, again to suffer death

;

Nor stay'd the hell-hounds, nor the hunter stay'd.

But follow'd, as before, the flying maid

:

Th' avenger took from earth th' avenging sword,

And mounting light as air, his sable steed he spurr'd:

The clouds dispell'd, the sky resum'd her light,

And nature stood recover'd of her fright.

But fear, the last of ills, remain'd behind,

And horror heavy sat on ev'ry mind.

Nor Theodore encourag'd more his feast,

But sternly look'd, as hatching in his breast

Some deep design ; which when Honoria view'd.

The fresh impulse her former fright renew'd :

She thought herself the trembling dame who fled,

And him the grisly ghost that spurr'd th' infernal

steed :

The more dismay'd, for when the guests withdrew,

Their courteous host saluting all the crew,

Regardless pass'd her o'er • nor grac'd with kind
adieu.

That sting infix'd within her haughty mind,
^

The downfall of her empire she divin'd ; I

}

Aud her prond heart with secret sorrow pin'd.
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Home as they went, the sad discourse renew'd

Of the relentless dame to death pursu'd,

And of the sight obscene so lately view'd.

None durst arraign the righteous doom she bore,

Ev'n they who pity'd most, yet blam'd her more :

The parallel they needed not to name,

But in the dead they damn'd the living dame.

At ev'ry little noise she look'd behind.

For still the knight was present to her mind :

And anxious oft she started on the way.

And thought the horseman-ghost came thund'ring

for his prey.

Retum'd, she took her bed, with little rest,

But in short slumbers dreamt the funeral feast

;

Awak'd, she turn'd her side, and slept again ;

The same black vapours mounted in her brain,

And the same dreams retum'd with double pain.

Now forc'd to wake, because afraid to sleep,

Her blood all fever'd, with a furious leap

She sprung from bed, distracted in her mind.

And fear'd, at ev'ry step, a twitching sprite behind.

Darkling and desp'rate, with a stagg'ring pace,

Of death afraid, and conscious of disgrace

;

Fear, pride, remorse, at once her heart assail'dj

Pride put remorse to flight, but fear prevail'd.

Friday, the fatal day, when next it came.

Her soul forethought the fiend would change bii

game,

And her pursue, or Theodore be slain.

And two ghosts join their packs to hunt her o'er tht

plain.

,.}



THEODORE A"ND HONORIA. 161

This dreadful image so possess'd her mind,

That desp'rate any succour else to find,

She ceas'd all farther hope ; and now began

To make reflection on th' unhappy man :

Rich, brave, and young, who past expression loT'd,

Proof to disdain, and not to be reniov'd;

Of all the men respected and admir'd.

Of all the dames, except herself, desir'd.

Why not of her ? prcferr'd above the rest -.

By him with knightly deeds, and open lore pro- I

fess'd ?

[

So had another been, where he his vows address'd. ^

This quell'd her pride, -^di other doubts remain'd,

That once disdaining, she might be disdaiarM.

The fear was just, but greater fear prevaiPd,

Fear of her life by hellish hounds assail'd :

He took a low'ring leave ; but who can tell,

What outward hate might inward love conceal ?

Het ^x's arts she knew, and Avhy not then

Might deep dissembling have a place in men?

Here hope began to dawn ; resolv'd to try, t

She fix'd on this her utmost remedy
;

l

Death was behind, but hard it was to die. J

'Twas time enough at last on death to call, T

The precipice in sight : a shrub was all, f

That kindly stood betwixt to break the fatal fall. J

One maid she had, belov'd above the rest,

Secure of her, the secret she confess'd

:

M
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And now the chearful light her fears dispell'd,

She with no winding turns the truth conceal'd,

Bat put the woman off, and stood reveal'd :

With faults confess'd, commission'd her to go.

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe.

The welcome message made, was soon receiv'd;

'Twas what he wish'd and hop'd, but scarce

believ'd

;

Fate seem'd a fair occasion to present,

He knew the sex, and fear'd she might repent,

Should he delay the moment of consent.

There yet rcmain'd to gain her friends (a care

The modesty of maidens well might spare ;)

But she with such si zeal the cause embrac'd,

(As women, Avherc they will, are all in haste)

That father, mother, and the kin beside.

Were overborne by fury of the tide :

With full consent of all, she chang'd her state,

Resistless in her love, as in her hate.

By her example warii'd, the rest beware

;

More easy, less imperious, were the fair

;

And that one hunting which the devil design'd

For one fair female, lost him half the kind.

/



THC

FLOWER AND THE LEAF

OB,

THE LADY IN THE ARBOUR.

A VISION.

NOAV turning from the wintry signs, the sum

His course exalted through the Ram had run,

And whirling up the skies, his chariot drove

Thro' Taurus, and the lightsome realms of love

;

Where Venus from her orb descends in show'rs

To glad the ground, and paint the fields with flow'rs ;

When first the tender blades of grass appear,
^

And buds, that yet the blast of Eurus fear,
j

Stand at the door of life, and doubt io clothe the
j

year

;

-^

Till gentle heat, and soft repeated rains,

Make the green blood to dance withia their reirts

:

M 2
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Then, at their call, emboldeii'd out they come,

And swell the gems, and burst the narrow room

;

Broader and broiidor yet, their blooms display,

Salute the welcome sun, and entertain the day.

Then from their breathing souls the hweets repair

To scent the skies, and purge th' unwholesome air;

.loy spreads the heart, and with a general song,

Spring issues out, and leads the jolly months along.

In that sweet season, as in bed I lay.

And soi-:ght in sleep to pass the night away,

1 turn'd my weary side, but still in vain,

Tho' full of youthful health, and void of pain :

Cares I had none, to keep me from my rest,

P'or love had never enter'd in my breast;

1 Avanted nothing fortune could supply.

Nor did she slumber till that hour deny.

1 wonder'd then, but after found it true,

Much joy had dr>'d away the balmy dew :

Seas wou'd be pools, without the brushing air -.

To curl the MaNes ; and sure some little care 1

Shou'd weary nature so, to make her Avant repair. J

AVhen Chanticleer the second watch had sung,

S.orning the scorner sleep, from bed I sprung
;

And dressing, by the moon, in loose array, 1

Pass'd out in open air, preventing day, r

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way. J

Straight as a line in beauteous order stood

Of oaks unshorn a venerable wood
;

Fresh was the grass beneath, and ev'ry tree

it distance planted in a due degree,
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Their branching arms in air Avith equal space

Stretch'd to their neighbours with a long embrace:

And the new leaves on ev'ry bough were seen,

Some ruddy-colonr'd, some of lighter green.

The painted birds, companions of the spring,

Hopping from spray to spray, w ere heard (o sing ;

l^oth eyes and ears recciv'd a like delight,

Enchanting music, and a charming sight.

On Philomel I fix'd my whole desire.

And listen'd for the queen of all the quire;

Fain would 1 hear her heav'nly voice to sing,

And wanted yet an omen to the spring.

Attending long in vain, I took the way,

Which through a path, but scarcely printed, lay;

In narrow mazes oft it seein'd to meet,

And look'd as lightly pn-ss'd by fairy feet.

Wand' ring I walk'd alone, for still niethought

To some strange erd so strange a path was wrought

:

Al last it led me where an arbour stood,

The sacred receptacle of the wood :

This place unmark'd, tho' oft I walk'd the grecHj

In all my progress I had never seen

:

And seiz'd at once with wonder and delight,

Gaz'd all around me, new to the transporting sight.

'Twas bcncli'd with turf, and, goodly to be seen,

The thick } oung grass arose in fresher green :

The mound was newly made, no sight could pass

Betwixt the nice partitions of the grass.

Trie well united sods so closely lay :

And all arov.nJ the shades defended it finni div r
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for sycamores with eglantine were spread,

A hedge about the sides, a covering over head.

And so the fragrant brier was wove between,

The sycamore and llow'rs were mix'd with green,

That nature seem'd to vary the delight,

And satisfy'd at oace the smell and sight.

The master workman of the bow'r was known
Through fairy lands, and built for Oberon

;

Who twining leaves with such proportion drew,

They rose by measure, and by rule they grew :

No Kiortal tongue can half the beauty tell.

For none but hands divine could work so well.

Both roof and sides were like a parlour made,

A soft recess, and a cool summer shade
;

The hedge was set so thick, no foreign eye

The persons plac'd within it could espy :

But all that passJ without with ease was seen,

As if nor fence nor tree was plac'd between.

'Tvvas border'd with a field; and some was plain

With grass; and some was sovv'd with rising grain;

Tiiat (now the dew with spangles deck'd the ground)

A sweeter spot of earth was never found.

I look'd, and look'd, and still with new delight;

Such joy my soul, such pleasures (ill'd my sight :

And the fresh eglantine exhal'd a breath,

Whose odours were of pow'r to raise from death :

Nor sullen discontent, nor anxious rare,

Ev'n tho' broitght thither, could inhabit there;

But thence they lied as from the'r mortal foe.

For tliis sweet place co >M only pleasure know.
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Thus as T raus'd, I cast aside ray eye,

And saw a medlar-tree was planted nigh :

The spreading bfanches made a goodly show,

And full of opening blooms was ev'ry bough :

A goldfinch there I saw with gaudy pride

Of painted plumes, that hopp'd from side to side,

Still pecking as she pass'd; and still she drew

The sweets from ev'ry liow'r, and suck'd the dew :

Suftic'd at length, she warbled in her throat,

And tun'd her voice to many a merry note.

But indistinct, and neither sweet nor clear,

Yet such as sooth'd my soul, and pleas'd my ear.

Her short performance was no sooner try'J,

When she I sought, the nightingale, reply'd :

So sweet, so shrill, so variously she sung.

That the grove echo'd, and the valleys rung:

And I so ravish'd with her heav'nly note,

1 stood intranc'd, and had no room for thought ;

lisit all o'er-poner'd with ecstacy of bliss,

Was in a pleasing dream of paradise :

At length I wak'd ; and looking round the bow'r

Search'd ev'ry tree, and pry'd on ev'ry flow r,

If any where by chance I might espy

The rural poet of the melody :

For still mcthought she sung not far away;

At last I found her on a laurel spray.

Close by my side she sat, and fair in sight.

Full in a line, agaiiist her opposite;

Where stood with eglantine the laurel twiu'd
;

And both th.-ir native sweets were well conjoisfd.
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On the green bank I sat, and llsten'd long
;

(Sitting was more convenient for the song)

Nor till her lay was ended could I move,

But wish'd to dwell for ever in the grove.

Only methought the time too swiftly pass'd,

And ev'ry note I fear'd wou'd be the last.

My sight, and smell, and hearing were employ'd,

And all three senses in lull gust enjoy'd.

And what alone did all the rest surpass,

The sweet possession of the fairy place

;

Single, and conscious to myself alone

Of pleasures to tit' excluded world unknown:
Pleasures Avhich no where else were to be found,

And all Elysium in a spot of ground.

Thus while I sat, intent to see and hear,

And drew perfunws of more than viial air,

All suddenly 1 heard th' approaching sound

Of vocal music, on th' enchanted ground :

An host of saints it seem'd, so full the quire,

As if the bless'd above did all conspire

To join their voices, and neglect the lyre.

At length there issu'd from the grove behind

A fair assembly of the female kind ;

A train less fair, as ancient fathers tell,

Seduc'd the sons of heaven to rebel.

I pass their fo.m, and evVy charming grace,

Less than an angel wou'd their worth debase;

Hut their attire, like liveries of a kind.

All rich and rare, is fresh within my liiind.
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In velvet white as snow the troop was gOAvn'd,

The seams AvJth sparkling emeralds set around

:

Their hoods and sleeves the same ; and purfled o'er

With diamonds, pearls, and all the shining store

Of eastern pomp: their long descending train

With rubies edg'd, and sapphires, SAvept the plain :

High on their heads, with jewels richly set

Each lady wore a radiant coronet.

Beneath the circles, all the quire was grac'd

With chaplets green on their fair foreheads plac'd.

Of laurel some, of woodbine many more
;

And wreaths of agnus castas others bore :

These last, who with those virgin crowns were

dress'd,

Appear'd in higher honour than the rest.

They danc'd around, but in the midst was seen ^

A lady of a more majestic mien
;

I

\iy stature, and by beauty, mark'd their sov'reign
j

queen. J

She in the midst began with sober grace;

Her servants' eyes were hx'd upon her lace :

And as she mov'd or turn'd, her niotioiis view'd,

Her measures kept, and step by step pursu'd,

Methought she trod the ground with greater grace^

With more ofgodhead shining in lier face
;

And as in beauty she surpass'd the quire,

So nobler than the rest was her attire.

A crown of ruddy gold inclos'd lu-r brow,

Plain without pomp, and rich without a.'how :
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A branch of agnus castas in her hand
She bore aloft (her sceptre of command) :

Admir'd, ador'd by all the circling crowd,

For Avheresoe'er she turn'd her face, they bow'd:
And as she danc'd, a roundelay she sung,

In honour of the laurel, ever young:

She rais'd her voice on high, and sung so clear, "j

The fawns came scudding from the groves to hear : \

And all the bending forest lent an ear. J

At ev'ry close she made, th' attending throng

lleply'd, and bore the burthen of the song ;

So just, so small, yet in so sweet a note,

It seem'd the music melted in the throat.

Thus dancing on, and singing as they danc'd,

They to the middle of the mead advanc'd.

Till round my arbour a new ring they made,

And footed it about the secret shade.

0'erjo}''d to see the jolly troop so near,

But somewhat aw'd, I shook Avith holy fear;

Yet not so much, but that I noted well

Who did the most in song or dance excel.

Not long I had observ'd, when from afar

I heard a sudden symphony of war

;

The neighing coursers, and the soldiers' cry.

And sounding trumps that seem'd to tear the sky :

1 saw soou alter this, behind the grove

From whence the ladies did in order move.

Come issuing out in arms a warrior-train.

That like a dclugL.' pyur'd upon the jlain :
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On barbed steeds they rode in proud array,

Thick as the college of the bees in May,

When swarming o'er the dusky fields they fly,

New to the flow'rs, and intercept the sky.

So fierce they drove, their coursers were so fleet,

That the turf trembled underneath their feet^

To tell their costly furniture were long,

The summer's day wou'd end before the song:

To purchase but the tenth of all their store,

Would make the mighty Persian monarch poor.

Yet what I can, I will ; before the rest

The trumpets issu'd in white mantles dress'd

:

A numerous troop, and all their heads around

With chaplets green of cerrial-oak were croAvn'd
;

And at each trumpet was a banner bound
;

Which waving in the wind display'd at large

Their master's coat of arms, and knightly charge.

Broad were the banners, and of snowy hue,

A purer web the silk-worm never drew.

The chief about their necks the scutcheons wore,

With orient pearls and jewels powder'd o'er:

Broad were their collars too, and ev'ry one

Was set about with many a costly stone.

Next these of kings at arms a goodly train,

In proud array, came prancing o'er the plain :

Their cloaks were cloth of silver mi.v'd with gold,.

And garlands green around their temples roii'd.

Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons plac'dy

With sapphires, diamonds, and with rubies grac'd.
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And as the trumpets their appearance made^

So these in habits were alike array'd

;

But with a pace more sober, and more slow :

And twenty, rank in rank, they rode a-row.

The pursuivants came next, in number more;

And, like the heralds, each his scutcheon bore:

Clad in white velvet all their troop they led,

With each an oaken chaplet on his head.

Nine royal knights in equal rank succeed,

Each warrior mounted on a fiery steed:

In golden armour glorious to behold;

The rivets of their arms were nail'd with gold.

Their surcoats of white ermin fur were made

;

With cloth of gold between, that cast a glitt'ring

shade.

The trappings of their steeds were of the same

;

The goldiii fringe ev'n set the ground on flame,

And drew a precious trail : a crown divine

Of laurel did about their temples twine.

Three henchmen were for ev'ry knight assign'd.

All in rich liv'ry clad, and of a kind :

White velvet, but unshorn, for cloaks they wore.

And each within his hand a truncheon bore :

The foremost held a helm of rare device
;

A prince's ransom would not pay the price.

The second bore the buckler of his knight, "j

The third, of cornel-wood, a spear upright, i

Headed with piercing steel, and i)olish'd bright. J

Like to their lords, their equipage was seen,

And all theii- foreheads crown'd with garlands greeji.
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And after these, came arm'd -with spear and

shield,

A host so great, as cover'd all the field

:

And all their foreheads, like the knights before,

With laurels, ever green, were shaded o'er.

Or oak, or other leaves of lasting kind,

Tenacious of the stem, and firm against the wind.

Some in their hands, besides the lance and shield.

The boughs of woodbine or of hawthorn held,

Or branches for their mystic emblems took.

Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial oak.

Thus marching to the trumpet's lofty sound, "I

Drawn in two lines adverse they wheel'd around, r

And in the middle meadow took their ground. J

Among themselves the tourney they divide.

In equal squadrons, rang'd on either side.

Then turn'd their horses' heads, and man to man.

And steed to s^eed oppos'd, the justs began.

They lightly set their lances in the rest,

And, at the sign, against each other press'd:

They met; I, sitting at my ease, beheld

The mix'd events and fortunes of the field.

Some broke their spears, some tumbled horse and

man.

And round the fields the ligliten'd coursers ran.

An hour and more, like tides, in equal sway

They rush'd, and won by turns, and lost the day:

At length the nine (who still together held) "j

Their fainting foes to shameful fight compell'd, /

And with resistless force o'er-ran the field- Jf
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Thus, to their fame, when finish'd was the fight.

The victors from their lofty steeds alight

:

Like them dismounted all the warlike train,

And two by two proceeded o'er the plain :

Till to the fair assembly they advanc'd.

Who, near the secret arbour, sung and danc'd.

The ladies left their measures at the sight, -,

To meet the chiefs returning from the fight,

And each, with open arms, embrac'd her chosen

knight. ^

Amid the plain a spreading laurel stood,

The grace and ornament of all the wood :

That pleasing shade they sought, a soft retreat

From sudden April show'rs, a shelter from the

heat.

Her leafy arms with such extent were spread,

So near the clouds Avas her aspiring head.

That hosts of birds, that wing the liquid air,

Perch'd in the boughs, had nightly lodging there

:

And flocks of sheep beneath the shade from far

flight hear the rattling hail, and wintry war
;

From heav'u's inclemency here found retreat,

Enjoy'd the cool, and shunn'd the scorching heat:

A hundred knights might there at ease abide;

And ev'ry knight a lady by his side ;

The trunk itself such odours did bequeath,

That a Moluccan breeze to these was common breath.

The lords and ladies here approaching, paid

Their homage, with a low obeisance made;

And scem'd to venerate the sacred shade. }
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These rites perform'd, their pleasures they pursue,

With songs of love, and mix with measures new;

Around the holy tree their dance they frame,

And ev'ry champion leads his chosen dame.

I cast my sight upon the farther field,

And a fresh object of delight beheld :

For, from the region of the west, I heard

New music sound, and a new troop appear'd

Of knights and ladies mix'd, a jolly band.

But all on foot they march'd, and hand in hand.

The ladies dress'd in rich syraars were seen

Of Florence sattin, flow'r'd with white and green.

And for a shade betwixt the bloomy gridelin.

The borders of their petticoats below

Were guarded thick Avith rubies on a row;

And ev'ry damsel w ore upon her head

Of flow'rs a garland blended white and red.

Attir'd in mantles all the knights were seen.

That gratify'd the view with cheerful green:

Their chaplcts of their ladies' colours were,

Compos'd of white and red, to shade their shining

hair.

Before the merry troop the minstrels play'd
;

All in their master's liv'ries were array'd.

And clad in green, and on their temples wore

The chaplets white and red their ladies bore.

Their instruments were various in their kind,

Some for the bow, and some for breathing wind

:

The psaltery, pipe, and hautboy's noisy band.

And the soft lute trembling beneath the touching

hand.
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A. tuft of daisies ou a flow'ry lay

They saw, and thitherward they bent their Avay

:

To this both knights and dames their homage made.

And due obeisance to the daisy paid.

And then the band of liuics began to play,

To which a lady sung a virelay
;

And still at ev'ry close she wou'd repeat

The burthen of the song, " The daisy is so sweet.''

The daisj' is so sweet, when she begun,

The troop of knights and dames continu'd on.

The concert and the voice so charm'd my ear,

And sooth'd my soul, tiiat it was heav'n to hear.

But soon (heir pleasure pass'd : at noon of day

The sun with sultry beams began to play

:

Not Sirius shoots a fiercer flame from high,

AVhcn with his pois'nous breath he blasts the sky:

Then droop'd the fading How'rs (their beauty lk'd^ T

And clos'd their sickly eyes, and hung the head ; r

And, rivellM up with heat, lay dying in their bed. J

The ladies gasjj'd, and scarcely could respire;

The breath they drew, no longer air, but lire;

The fainty knights were scorch'd ; and knew not

where

To run for shelter, for no shade was near.

And after this the gath'ring clouds amain,

Pour'd down a storm of rattling hail and rain.

And lightning llasli'd betwixt: the field and fiow'rs.

Burnt up before, Avere bury'd in the show'rs.

The ladies and the knights, no shelter nigh,

Bare to the w eather, and the wintry sky.
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Were dropping wet, disconsolate and wan,

And through their thin array receiv'd the rain.

While those in white, protected by the tree.

Saw pass the vain assault, and stood from danger

free.

But as compassion mov'd their gentle minds,

When ceas'd the storm, and silent were the winds,

Displeas'd at what, not sufT'ring, they had seen,

They went to cheer the faction of the green.

The queen in white array before her band,

Saluting, took her rival by the hand

;

So did the knights and dames, with courtly grace,

And with behaviour sweet their foes embrace.

Then thus the queen with laurel on her brow

:

*' Fair sister, I have suli'er'd in your woe,

Nor shall be wanting ought within my pow'r

For your relief in my refreshing bow'r."

That other answer'd Avith a lowly look,

And soon the gracious invitation took :

For ill at ease both she and all her train

The scorching sun had borne, and beating rain.

Like courtesy Mas us'd by all in M'hite,

Each dame a dame receiv'd, and ev'ry knight a

knight.

The laurel-champions with their swords invade

The neighb'ring forests, where the justs were
made,

And serewood from the rotten hedges took,

And seeds of latent fire from flints provok*

:

N
;
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A cheerful blaze arose, and by the fire

They warm'd their frozen feet, and dry'd their iffel

attire.

Refresh'd with heat, the ladies sought around

For virtuous herbs, which gather'd from the

ground

They squeez'd the juice, and cooling ointment made,

Which on their sun-burnt cheeks, and their chapt

skins they laid

;

Then sought green salads which they bade them eat,

A sovereign remedy for inward heat.

The lady of the leaf ordain'd a feast.

And made the lady of the flow'r her guest

:

When lo, a bow'r ascended on the plain.

With sudden seats adoru'd, and large for either train.

This bow'r was near my pleasant arbour plac'd,

That I could hear and see whetever pass'd

:

The ladies sate, with each a knight between,

Distinguish'd by their colours, white and green.

The Tanquish'd party with the victors join'd.

Nor wanted sweet discourse, the banquet of th«

mind.

Mean time the minstrels play'd on cither side,

Vain in their art, and for the mast'ry vy'd ;

The sweet contention lasted for an hour,

And reach'd my secret arbour from the bow'r.

The sun was set ; and Vesper, to supply

His absent beam, had lighted up the sky

:

When Philomel, officious all the day

To sing (lie service of th' cnsui'rf,^ May,
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Fled from her laurel shade, and Aving'd her flight

Directly to the queen array'd in white

,

And hopping sate familiar on her hand,

A new musician, and increas'd the band.

The goldfinch, who, to shun the scalding heat,

Had chang'd the medlar for a safer seat,

And hid in bushes 'scap'd the bitte rshow'r,

Now perch'd upon the lady of the flow'r,

And either songster holding out their throats,

And folding up their w ings, renew'd their notes

;

As if all day, preluding to the fight,

They only had rehears'd, to sing by night.

The banquet ended, and the battle done,

They danc'd by star-light and the friendly moon

:

And when they were to part, the laureat queen

Supply'd with steeds the lady of the green,

Her and her train conducting on the May,

The moon to follow, and avoid the day.

This when I saw, inquisitive to know
The secret moral of the mystic show,

I started from my shade, in hopes to find

Some nymph to satisfy my longing mind :

And as my fair adventure fell, I found

A lady all in white with laurel crown'd,

Who clos'd the rear, and softly pac'd along.

Repeating to herself the former song.

With due respect my body I inclin'd,

As to some being of superior kind.

And made my court, according to the day.

Wishing her queen and her a happy May.
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<' Great thanks, my daughter!" with a graciouf

bo\y,

She said ; and I, who much desir'd to know
Of whence she was, yet fearful how to break

My mind, adventur'd humbly thus to speak :

*' Madam, might I presume, and not oti'end,

So may the stars and shining moon attend

Your nightly sports, as you vouchsafe to tell

"What nymphs they were who mortal forms excel,

And what the knights who fought in listed lieldsso

well."

To this the dame reply'd, " Fair daughter, know
That M hat you saw was all a fairy show

:

And all those airy shapes you now behold,

Were human bodies once, and cloth'd with earthly

mould

:

Our souls, not yet prcpar'd for upper light,

Till doomsday wander in the shades of night

:

This only holiday of all the year.

We privileged in sunshine may appear;

With songs and dance we celebrate the day,

And with due honours usher in the May.

At other times we reign by night alone,

And posting through the skies pursue the moon

:

But when the morn arises, none are found,

For cruel Demogorgon walks the round,

And if he finds a fairy lag in light,

He drives the wretch before, and lashes into night-.

" All courteous are by kind ; and ever proud

With friendly offices to help the good.
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In CTery land we have a larger space

Than what is known to you of mortal race :

Where we with green adorn our fairy bow'ris,

And ev'n this grove, unseen before, is ours.

K,now farther, ev'ry lady cloth'd in white,

And, crown'd with oak and laurel ev'ry knight,

Are servants to the Leaf, by liveries known

Of innocence, and I myself am one.

Saw you not her, so graceful to behold,

In Avhite attire, and crown'd with radiant gold ?

The sov'reign lady of our land is she,

Diana call'd, the queen of chastity :

And, for the spotless name of maid she bears,

That agnus cabins in her hand appears:

^nd all her train with leafy chaplets crown'd,

Were for unblam'd virginity renown'd ;

But those the chief and Iiighest in command
Who bear those holy brandies in their hand.

The knights adorn'd with laurel-crowns, are thej

Whom death nor danger ever cou'd dismay.

Victorious names, who made the world obey :

Who while they liv'd, in deeds of arms excell'd,

And after death for deities were held.

But those who wear the woodbine on their broTr,

Were knights of love, who never broke their vow:
Finn to tlieir plighted faith, and ever free

From fears and fickle chance, and jealousy.

The lords and ladies who the woodbine baaa
As true as Tristram and Isotta were."

}
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" But what are those," said I, " th' uaconquer'd

nine,

Who, crown'd with laurel-wreaths, in golden armour

shine ?

And who the knights in green, and what the train

Of ladies dress'd with daisies on the plain ?

AV hy both the bands in worship disagree,

And some adore the llow'r, and some the tree?"

" Just is your suit, fair daughter," said the dame:
" Those laurell'd chiefs were men of mighty fame

;

Nine worthies were they call'd of diflf'rent rites,

Three Jews, three pagans, and three christian

knights.

Tlicse, as you see, ride foremost in the field,

As they the foremost rank of honour held,

And all in deeds of chivalry exceird :

Their temples wreath'd with leaves, that still renew
5

For deathless laurel is the victor's due.

"Who bear the bows were knights in Arthur's

reign,

Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charlemaign ;

For bows the strength of brawny arms imply

Emblems of valour and of victory.

Behold an order yet of newer date.

Doubling their number, equal in their state;

Our England's ornament, the crown's defence,

In battle brave protectors of their prince,

Unchang'd by fortune, to their sovereign true,

for which their manly legs are bound with blu».

}
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'. }
un'd. J

These, of the garter cali'd, of faith unstain'd,

In fighting fields the laurel have obtain'd.

And well repaid those honours which they gain

The laurekwreaths were first by Caesar worn,

And still they Cssar's successors adorn

:

One leaf of this is immortality,

And more of worth than all the world can buy."

*' One doubt remains," said I, *' the dames in

green,

What where their qualities, and who their queen ?"

*' Flora commands," said she, '^ those nymphs and

knights.

Who liv'd in slothful ease, and loose delights :

Who never acts of honour durst pursue,

The men inglorious knights, the ladies all untrue

:

Who nurs'd in idleness, and train'd in courts,

Pass'd all their precious hours in plays and sports,

Till death behind came stalking on unseen.

And wither'd (like the storm) the freshness of their

green.

These, and their mates, enjoy the present hour,

And therefore pay their homage to the flow'r.

But knights in knightly deeds should persevere,

And still continue what at first they were
;

Continue and proceed in honour's fair career.

No room for cowardice or dull delay,

From good to better they should urge their way.

For this with golden spurs the chiefs are grac'd,

With pointed rowels arm'd to mend their haste ;

}
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For this with lasting leaves their brows are bound

For laurel is the sigo of labour crown'd,

Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaken fails to

ground

:

From winter winds itsuflfers no decay,

For ever fresh and fair, and ev'ry month is May.

Ev'n when the vital sap retreats below,

Ev'n when the hoary head is hid in snow,

The life is in the leaf, and still between

The fits of falling snows, appears the streaky grecH.

Not so the flow'r, which lasts for little space,

A short-liv'd good, and an uncertain grace

;

This way and that the feeble stem is driv'n.

Weak to sustain the storms and injuries of heav'n.

Propp'd by the spring, it lifts aloft the head.

But of a sickly beauty, soon to shed;

In summer living, and in winter dead.

For things of tender kind, for pleasure made.

Shoot up with swift increase, and sudden are

dccay'd."

With humble words, the wisest I could frame,

And proifer'd service. I repaid the dame :

That, of her grace, she gave her maid to know
The secret meanihg of this moral show.

And she, to prove what profit I had made

Of mystic truth, in fables first convey'd,

Demanded, till the next returning May,
Whether the leaf or flow'r I would obey ?

I chose the leaf; she smil'd with sober chear.

And wish'd me fair adventure for the yearj

}
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And gave me charms and sigils, for defence

Against ill tongues that scandal innocence

:

*' But I," said she, " my fellows must pursue,

Already past the plain and out of view."

We parted thus ; I homeward sped my way,

Bewilder'd in the wood till dawn of day,

And met the merry crew who danc'd about the

May.

Then late refresh'd with sleep, I rose to write

The visionary vigils of the night.

Blush, as thou may'st, my little book, for shame!

Nor hope with homely verse to purchase fame;

For such thy Maker chose ; and so design'd

Thy simple style to suit thy lowly kind.

1
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Old as I am, for ladies' love unfit,

The pow'r of bcavty I remember yet,

Which once inilam'd my soul, and still inspires my
wit.

If love be folly, the severe divine

Has felt that folly, tho' he censures mine;

Pollutes the pleasures of a chaste embrace,

Acts what I write, and propagates in grace,

With riotous excess, a priestly race.

Suppose him free, and that I forge th' offence,

He shew'd the way, perverting first my sense;

In malice witty, and with venom fraught.

He makes me speak the things I never thought.

Compute the gains of his ungovern'd zeal

;

111 suits his doth the praise of railing well

!



188 CYMON AND IPHIGENIA.

The world will think that what we loosely write,

Tho' now arraign'd, he read with some delight

;

Because he seems to chew the cud again,

When his broad comment makes the text too

plain,

And teaches more in one explaining page,

Than all the double meanings of the stage.

What needs he paraphrase on ^hat we mean?

We were at worst but wanton, he's obscene.

I, nor my felloAvs, nor myself excuse
;

But love's the subject of the comic muse

:

Nor can we Avrite without it, nor would you

A tale of only dry instruction view
;

Nor love is always of a vicious kind,

But oft to virtuous acts inilames the mind.

Awakes the sleepy vigour of the soul.

And, brushing o'er, adds motion to the pool.

Love, studious how to please, improves our partJ

With polish'd manners, and adorns with arts.

Love first invented verse, and forni'd the rhymCj

The motion measur'd, harmoniz'd the chime :

To lib'ral acts enlarg'd the narrow-soul'd :

Soften'd the fierce, and made the coward bold :

The world when waste, he peopled with increase^

And warring nations reconcil'd in peace.

Ormond, the first, and all the fair may find,

In this one legend, to their fame design'd.

When beauty fires the blood, how love exalts the

mind.



CTMON AND IPHIGENIA. 189

In that sweet isle, -where Venus keeps her courtj

And ev'ry Grace, and all the Loves, resort

;

Where either sex is form'd of softer earth,

And takes the bent of pleasure from their birth^

There liv'd a Cyprian lord, above the rest

Wise, wealthy, with a num'rous issue blest :

But as no gift of fortune is sincere,

Was only wanting in a worthy heir.

His eldest born, a goodly youth to view,

Excell'd the rest in shape and outward shew

;

Fair, tall, his limbs with due proportion join'd.

But of a heavy, dull, degenerate mind.

His soul belied the features of his face :

Beauty was there, but beauty in disgrace :

A clownish mien, a voice with rustic sound,

And stupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground.

He look'd like nature's error; as the mind -\

And body were not of a piece design'd,
[

But made for two, and by mistake in one were
|

joiu'd.
'

The ruling rod, the father's forming care,

Were exercis'd in vain, on wit's despair
;

The more inform'd, the less he understood,

And deeper sunk by flound'ring in the mud.

Now scorn'd of all, and grown the public shame.

The people from Galesus chang'd his name,

And Cymon call'd, which signifies a brute.

So well his name did with his nature suit.

His father, when he found his labour lost,

And care eraploy'd, that answer'd not the cost,
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Chose an ungrateful object to remove,

And loath'd to see what nature made him love ;

So to his country.farm the fool confin'd :

Rude work well suited with a rustic mind.

Thus to the wilds the sturdy Cymon went,

A 'squire among the swains, and pleas'd with ba.

nishment.

His corn and cattle were his only care.

And his supreme delight a country fair.

It happen'd on a suraraer's holiday, ^
That to the greenwood-shadc he took his way

; j

For Cymon shunn'd the church, and us'd not
j

much to pray. J

His quarterstaff, which he cou'd ne'er forsake,

Hung half before and half behind his back.

He trudg'd along unknowing what he sought,

And whistled as he went, for want of thought.

By chance conducted, or by thirst constrain'd.

The deep recesses of the grove he gain'd ;

Where in a plain, defended by the wood, "t

Crept through the matted grass a crystal flood,
\

By Avhich an alabaster fountain stood: J

And on the margin of the fount was laid

(Attended by her slaves) a sleeping maid :

Like Diau, and her nymphs, when, tir'd with sport,

To rest by cool Eurotas they resort.

The dame herself the goddess well express'd,

Not more distinguish'd by her purple vest,

ThiiU by the charming features of her face.

And ev'n in slumber a superior grace;
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Her comely limbs compos'd vith decent care.

Her body shaded with a slight smar ;

Her bosom to the view was only bare

;

Where two beginning paps were scarcely spy'd.

For yet their places were but signify'd.

The fanning wind upon her bosom blows
;

To meet the fanning wind the bosom rose

;

The fanning wind and purling streams continue

her repose.

The fool of nature stood with stupid eyes

And gaping mouth, that testify'd surprise,

Fix'd on her face, nor cou'd remove his sight,

New as he was to love, and novice in delight

:

Long mute he stood, and leaning on his staff,

His wonder witness'd with an idiot laugh
;

Then would have spoke, but by his glimmering

sense

First found his want of words, and fear'd offence :

Doubted for what he was he should be known.

By his clown accent and his country tone.

Through the rude chaos thus the running light

Shot the first ray that pierc'd the native night :

Then day and darkness in the mass were raix'd,

Tdl gather'd in a globe, the beams were fix'd :

Last shone the sun, who, radiant in his sphere,

lUumin'd heav'n and earth, and roU'd around th«

year.

So reason in this brutal soul began :

Love made him first suspect he was a man ;

}
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Love made him doubt his broad barbarian sound ;

By love his want of words and wit he found :

That sense of want prepar'd the future way

To knowledge, and disclos'd the promise of a dajr.

What not his father's care, not tutor's art,

Cou'd plant with pains in his unpolish'd heart.

The best instructor, love, at once inspir'd.

As barren grounds to fruitfulness are fir'd :

Love taught him shame, and shame with love at

strife

Soon taught the sweet civilities of life.

His gross material soul at once could find

Somewhat in her excelling all her kind :

Exciting a desire till then unknown,

Somewhat unfound, or found iu her alone.

This made the first impression in his mind,

Above, but just above, the brutal kind.

For beasts can like, but not distinguish too,

Nor their own liking by reflection know

;

Nor why they like or this, or V other face,

Or judge of this or that peculiar grace,

But love in gross, and stupidly admire

;

As flies, alhir'd by light, approach the fire.

Thus our man-beast advancing by degrees,

First likes the whole, then sep'rates Avhat he sees
;

On scv'ral parts a scv'ral praise bestows,

The ruby lips, the well proportion'd nose.

The snowy skin, and raven-glossy hair, "|

The dimpled cheek, the forehead rising fair, r

And ev'u iu sleep itself a smiling air. J
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From thence his eyes descending view'd the rest,

Her plump round arms, white hands, and heaving

breast.

Long on the last he dwelt, though ev'ry part

A pointed arrow sped to pierce his heart.

Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown,

(A judge erected from a country clown)

He long'd to see her eyes, in slumber hid,

And wish'd his own to pierce Avitliin the lid :

He wou'd have wak'd her, but rostrain'd his

thought,

And love new-born the first good manners taught.

An awful fear his ardent wish withstood.

Nor durst disturb the goddess of the wood ;

For such she seem'd by her celestial face.

Excelling all the rest of human race :

And things divine, by common sense he knew,

Must be devoutly seen at distant view.

So checking his desire, with trembling heart

Gazing he stood, nor would, nor could depart

:

Fix'd as a pilgrim wildcr'd in his way.

Who dares not stir by night for fear to stray.

But stands with awful eyes to Avatch the dawn of

day.

At length awaking, Iphigene the fair

(So was the beauty call'd Avho caus'd his care)

Unclos'd her eyes, and double day reveal'd.

While those of all her slaves in sleep are seal'd.

The slavering cudden, propp'd upon his staffj.

Stood ready gaping with a griauing lau^h,

o
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To welcome her awake, nor durst begin

To speak, but wisely kept the fool within.

Then she: " What make you Cymon here alone?'

(For Cymon's name was round the country known,

Because descended of a noble race,

And for a soul ill sorted with his face.)

But still the sot stood silent with surprise,

With fix'd regard on her new open'd eyes,

And in his breast rcceiv'd th' invenom'd dart,

A tickling pain that plcas'd amid the smart.

But conscious of her form, with quick distrust

She saw his sparkling eyes, and fear'd his brutal lust:

This to prevent, she wak'd her sleepy crew,

And rising hasty took a short adieu.

Then Cymon first his rustic voice essay'd,

With proffer'd service to the parting maid

To see her safe; his hand she long deny'd,

But took at length, asham'd of such a guide.

So Cymon led her home, and leaving there,

Ko more wou'd to his country clowns repair,

But sought his father's house A\ith better mind,

Refusing in the farm to be confm'd.

The father wondcr'd at the son's return,

And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn
;

But doubtfully recoiv'd, expecting still

To learn the secret causes of his alter'd will.

Nor was he long delay'd : the first request

He made, was, like his brothers to be dress'd,

And, as his birth requ'r'd, above the rest. }
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With case his suit was granted by his sire,

Distinguishing his heir by rich attire :

His body thus adorn'd, he next design'd

With lib'ral arts to cultivate his mind :

He sought a tutor of his own accord,

And study'd lessons he before abhorr'd.

Thus the man-child advanc'd, and Icarn'd so fast,

That in short time his equals he surpass'd

:

His brutal manners from his breast exii'd,

His mien he fashion'd, and his tongue he fil'd
;

In ev'ry exercise of all admir'd,

He seem'd, nor only seem'd, but was inspir'd :

Inspir'd by love, whose business is to please

;

He rode, he fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful ease,

More fam'd for sense, for courtly carriage more,

Than for his brutal folly known before.

What then of alter'd Cymon shall we say.

But that the lire which chok'd in ashes lay,

A load too heavy for h's soul to move,

Was upward blown below, and brush'd away by
love?

Love made an active progress through his mind,

The dusky parts he ciear'd, the gross refin'd,

The drowsy wak'd ; and as he went, iinprcss'd

The Maker's image on the human beast.

Thus was the man amended by desire,

And tho' he lov'd perhaps with too much fire^.

His father all his faults with reason scan'd,

And lik'd an error of the better hand

;

o2



196 CYMON AND IPHIGENIA.

Excus'd th' excess of passion in his mind,

By flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'd

So Cymon, since his sire indulg'd his will.

Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon still;

Galesus he disown'd, and chose to bear

The name of fool confirm'd, and bishop'd by the

fair.

To Cipseus by his friends his suit he mov'd,

Cipseus the father of the fair he lov'd :

But he was pre-engag'd by former ties,

While Cymon was endeav'ring to be wise :

And Iphigene, oblig'd by former vows,

Had giv'n her faith to wed a foreign spouse

:

Her sire and she to Rhodian Pasimond,

Tho' both repenting, were by promise bound,

Nor could retract ; and thus, as fate decreed,

Tho' better lov'd, he spoke too late to speed.

The doom was past, the ship already sent

Did all his tardy diligence prevent:

Sigh'd to herself the fair unhappy maid.

While stormy Cymon thus in secret said :

" The time is come for Iphigene to find

The miracle she wrought upon my mind

:

Ik-r charms have made me man, her ravish'd love

In rank shall place me with the bless'd above;

For miiie by love, by force she shall be mine.

Or death, if force should fail, shall finish my design:*'

Resolv'd he said ; and rigg'd with speedy care

A vessel strong, and well equipp'd for Avar.
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The secret ship with chosen friends he stor'd

;

And, bent to die or conquer, went aboard.

Ambush'd he lay behind the Cyprian shore,

Waiting the sail that all his wishes bore
;

Nor long expected, for the following tide

Sent out the hostile ship and beauteous bride.

To Rhodes the rival bark directly steer'd,

When Cymon sudden at her back appear'd,

And stop'd her flight : then, standing on his prow,

In haughty terms he thus dcfy'd the foe :

" Or strike your sails at summons, or prepare

To prove the last extremities of war !"

Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the fight provide
; ^

Already were the vessels side by side, I

These obstinate to save, and those to seize the j

bride. '

But Cymon soon his crooked grapples cast, 'j

Which with tenacious hold his foes embrac'd, I

And, arm'd -with sword and shield, amid the press
j

he pass'd. J

Fierce was the fight, but hast'ning to his prey,

By force the furious lover freed his way :

Himself alone dispers'd the Rhodian crew,

The weak disdain'd, the valiant overthrew
;

C-!ieap conquest for his following friends remain'd.

He reap'd die field, and they but only glcan'd.

His victory confess'd, the foes retreat,

And cast their weapons at the victor's feet;

Whom thus he chear'd :
*'0 Rhodian youth, Ifou'^ht,

For love alone, nor other booty sought;
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Your lives are safe
;
your vessel I resign,

Your's be your owrij restoring what is mines
In Iphigene I claim my rightful due,

Robb'd by my rival, and detain'd by you :

Your Pasimond a lawless bargain drove.

The parent could not sell the daughter's love

;

Or if he cou'd, my love disdains the laws.

And like a king by conquest gains his cause :

Where arms take place, all other pleas are vain,

Love taught me force, and force shall love

maintain

.

You, what by strength you could not keep,

release,

And at an easy ransom buy your peace."

Fear on the conquer'd side soon sign'd th' accordj

And Iphigene to Cymon was restor'd :

While to his arms the blushing bride he took,

To seeming sadness she compos'd her look,

As if by force subjected to his will

;

Tho' pleas'd, dissembling, and a woman still.

And (for she wept) he wip'd her falling tears,

And pray'd her to dismiss her empty ftars
;

" For your's I am," he said, " and have deserv'd

Your love much better whom so long I serv'd,

Than he to whom your formal father ty'd

Your vows ; and sold a slave, not sent a bride."

Thus while he spoke he seiz'd the willing prey,

As Paris bore the Spartan spouse away.

Faintly she scream'd, and cv'n her eyes confess'd

She rather would be thought, than was distress'd.
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Who now exults but Cymon in his mind,

Vain hopes, and empty joys of human kind,

Proud of the present, to the future blind

!

Secure of fate while Cymon plows the sea,

And steers to Candy with his conquer'd prey.

Scarce the third glass of measur'd hours was run.

When like a fiery meteor sunk the sun.

The promise of a storm ; the shifting gales

Forsake by tits, and fill, the flagging sails :

Hoarse murmurs of the main from far were heard)

And night came on, not by degrees prepar'd,

But all at once ; at once the winds arise,

The thunders roll, the forky lightning flies.

In vain the master issues out commands.

In vain the trembling sailors ply their hands :

The tempest unforeseeu prevents their care,

And from the first they labour in despair.

The giddy ship, betwixt the winds and tides

i'orc'd back and forwards, in the circle rides,

Stun'd with the ditPrent blows ; then shoots amain.

Till counterbuflf'd she stops, and sleeps again.

Not more aghast the proud archangel fell,

Plung'd from the heiglit of heav'n to deepest hell,

Than stood the lover of his love possess'd,

Now curs'd the more, the more he had been bless'd ;

More anxious for her danger than his own,

Death he defies, but would be lost alone,

Sad Iphigene to womanish complaints

Adds pious pray'rsj and wearies all the saints

;
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Ev'ii, if she could, lier loTe she would repent,

But since she cannot, dreads the punishment:

Her forfeit faith, and Pasimond betray 'd,

Are ever present, and her crime upbraid.

She blames herself, nor blames her lover less,

Augments her anther as her fears increase;

From her own back the burthen would remove,

And lays the load on his una;overn'd love,

Which interposing durst in heav'n's despite

Invade and violate another's right

:

The pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his pain,

And made him master of his vows in vain:

But sooji they punish'd his presumptuous pride

;

That for his daring enterprize she dy'd,

Who rather not resisted than comply'd.

Then impotent of mind, with alter'd sense,

She hugg'd th' oifendor, and forgave th' oifence,

Sox to the last: mean time with sails declin'd

The w and'ring vessel drove before the wind :

Toss'd and retoss'd, aloft, and then alow.

Nor port they suelc, nor certain course they know,

But ev'ry moment wait the coming blow.

Thus blindly driv'n, by breaking day they view'd

The land before 'em, and their fears renew'd;

The land was welcome, but the tempest bore

The threaten'd ship against a rocky shore.

A winding bay was near ; to this they brnt,

And just cscap'd ; their force already spent

:

Secure from storms, and panting from the sea,

The land unknown at leisure they survey
j

}

]
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And saw (but soon their sickly sight withdrew)

The rising tow'rs of Rhodes at distant view;

And curs'd the hostile shore of Pasimond,

Sav'd from the seas, and shipwreck'd on the ground.

The frighted sailors try'd their strength in vaia

To turn the stern, and tempt the stormy main;

But the stiiFwind withstood the lab'ring oar,

And forc'd them forward on the fatal shore.

The crooked keel now bites the Rhodian strand,

And the ship moor'd constrains the crew to

land :

Yet still they might be safe because unknown,

But, as ill fortune seldom comes alone,

The vessel they dismiss'd was driv'n before,

Already shcltcr'd on their native shore :

Known each, they know; but each with change of

cheer

;

The vanquish'd side exults ; the victors fear

Not them but theirs, made pris'ners ere they fight,

Despairing conquest, and depriv'd of flight.

The country rings around with loud alarms.

And raw in fields the rude militia swarms
;

Mouths without hands ; maintain'd at vast expence,

In peace a charge, in war a weak defence :

Stout once a month they march, a blust'ring band,

And ever, but in times of need, at hand :

This was the morn when issuing on the guard.

Drawn up in rank and file they stood prepar'd

Of seeming arms to make a short essay,

Then hasten to be drunk, the business of the day.
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The cowards would have fled, but that they knew
Themselves so many, and their foes so few ;

But crowding on, the last the first impel

:

.Till overborn with weight the Cyprians fell.

Cymon inslav'd, who first the war begun,

And Iphigene once more is lost and won.

Deep in a dungeon was the captive cast,

Depriv'd of day, and held in fetters fast:

His life was only spar'd at their request,

Whom taken he so nobly had releas'd :

But Iphigenia was the ladies' care
;

Each in their turn address'd to treat the fair

;

While Pasiraoud and his the nuptial feast prepare.

Her secret soul to Cymon was inclin'd,

But she must sufi'er what her fates assign'd
;

So passive is the church of womankind.

What Avorse to Cymon could his fortune deal,

Roll'd to the lowest spoke of all her wheel ?

It rested to dismiss the downward weight.

Or raise him upward to his former height

;

The latter pleas'd ; and love (concern'd the most)

Prepar'd th' amends for what by love he lost.

The sire of Pasiraond had left a son

Though younger, yet for courage early known.

Ormisda call'd ; to whom by promise ty'd,

A Rhodian beauty was the dcstin'd bride.

Cassandra was her name, above the rest

Renowu'd for birth, with fortune amply bless'd:

Lysimachus who rul'd the llhodian state,

Was then by choice their annual magistrate

;

J

}
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He lov'd Cassandra loo with equal fire,

But fortune had not favour'd his desire

;

Cross'd by her friends, by her not disapprov'dj

Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormisda lov'd

:

So stood th' alfair : some little hope remain'd,

That should his rival chance to lose, he gain'd.

Mean time young Pasimond his marriage press'd,

Ordain'd the nuptial day, prcpar'd the feast;

And frugally resolv'd (the charge to shun,

Which would be double should he wed alone)

To join his brother's bridal with his owni

Lysimachus oppress'd with mortal grief

Receiv'd the news, and study'd quick relief:

The fatal day approach'd : if force were us'd.

The magistrate his public trust abus'd;

To justice liable, as law requir'd ;

For when his office ceas'd, his pow'r expir'd r

While pow'r remain'd.^ the means were in his hand

By force to seize, and then forsake the land

:

Betwixt extremes he knew not how to move,

A slave to fame, but more a slave to love

:

Restraining others, yet himself not free,

Made impotent by pow'r, debas'd by dignity.

Both sides he weigh'd : but after much debate)

The man prevail'd above the magistrate.

Love never fails to master what he finds,

But works a diff'rent way in diff''rent minds,

The fool enlightens, and the wise he blinds.

This youth proposing to possess and scape,

Began in murder to conclude in rape

:

}
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Unprais'd by me, tho' heav'n sometimes may bless

An impious act with undesery'd success:

The great, it seems, are privileg'd alone

To punish all injustice but their own.

But here I stop, not daring to proceed.

Yet blush to flatter an unrighteous deed

:

For crimes are but permitted, not decreed.

Resolv'd on force, his wit the praitor bent,

To find the means that might secure th' event

;

Not long he labour'd, for his lucky thought

In captive Cymon found the friend he sought

;

Th' example pleas'd: the cause and crime th«

same

;

An injur'd lover, and a ravish'd dame.

How much he durst he knew by what he dar'd; ,

The less he had to lose the less he car'd

To manage loathsome life when love was the l

reward. J

This ponder'd well, and fiv'd on his intent.

In depth of night he for the pris'ner sent;

In secret sent, the public view to shun.

Then with a sober smile he thus begun :

*' The pow'rs above, who bounteously bestovr

Their gift and graces on mankind below.

Yet prove our merit first, nor blindly give

To such as are not worthy to receive

:

For valour and for virtue they provid

Their due reward, but first they must be try'd :

These fruitful seeds within your mind they sow'd

'Twas your's t' improve the talent they bestow'd:

}



CYMON AND IPHlcrNIl. 205

They gave you to be born of noble kind,

They gave you love to lighten up your mind,

And purge the grosser parts : they gave you care

To please, and courage to deserve the fair.

" Thus far they try'd you, and by proof they

found

The grain intrusted in a grateful ground :

But still the great experiment remain'd,

They sutt'er'd you to lose the prize you gain'd

;

That you might learn the gift was their's alone :

And when restored, to them the blessing own.

Restor'd it soon will be ; the means prepar'd,

The difficulty sraooth'd, the danger shar'd :

Be but yourself, the care to me resign,

Then Iphigene is your's, Cassandra mine.

Your rival Pasimond pursues your life,

Impatient to revenge his ravish'd wife,

But yet not his; to morrow is behind,

And love our fortunes in one band has join'd :

Two brothers are our foes ; Ormisda mine.

As much declar'd, as Pasimond is thine ;

To-morrow must their common vows be ty'd ;

With love to friend and fortune for our guide.

Let both resolve to die, or each redeem a bride

*' Right I have none, nor hast thou much to

plead

;

'Tis force when done must justify the deed :

Our task perform'd, we next prepare for flight j

And let the losers talk in vain of right

:

.}
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We with the fair will sail before the wind,

If they are griev'd, I leave the laws behind.

Speak thy resolves ; if now thy courage droop.

Despair in prison, and abandon hope;

But if thou dar'st in arms thy love regain,

(For liberty without thy love were vain)

Then second my design to seize the prey,

Or lead to second rape, for well thou know'st the

way."

Said Cymon, overjoy'd, " Do thou propose

The means to fight, and only shew the foes

;

For from the first, when love had fir'd my mind^

Resolv'd I left the care of life behind."

To this the bold Lysimachus reply'd,

*' Let heav'n be neuter, and the sword decide;

The spousals are prepar'd, already play

The minstrels, and provoke the tardy day

:

By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms are ,

dress'd
;

All Rhodes is summon'd to the nuptial feast,

All but myself the sole unbidden guest. J

Unbidden though I am, I will be there,

And, join'd by thee, intend to ^oy the fair.

*' Now hear the rest; when day resigns the

light,

And chearful torches gild the jolly night.

Be ready at my call ; my chosen fev/

With arms administer'd shall aid thy crew.

TheTi ent'ring unexpected will we seize

Our destin'd prey, from men dissolv'd in ease,



1

CYMON AND TPHIGENIA, 207

By wme disabled, unprepar'd for fight

;

And hast'ning to the seas suborn our flight

:

The seas are ours, for I command the fort,

A ship well mann'd expects us in the port:

If they, or if their friends, the prize contest,

Death shall attend the man who dares resist'.'*

It pleas'd 1 the prisoner to his hold retir'd,

His troop with equal emulation fir'd,

All fix'd to fight, and all their wonted work re

quir'd.

The sun arose ; the streets were throng'd around.

The palace opcn'd, and the posts were crown'd

:

The double bridegroom at the door attends

Th' expected spouse, and entertains the friends :

They meet, they lead to church ; the priests

invoke

The Pow'rs, and feed the flames with fragrant

smoke.

This done, they feast, and at the close of night

By kindled torches vary their delight.

These lead the lively dance, and those the brimming

bowls invite.

Now at th' appointed place and hour assign'd,

"With souls resolv'd the ravishcrs were join'd

:

Three bands are form'd : the first is sent before

To favour the retreat, and guard the shore

:

The second at the palace-gate is plac'd.

And up the lofty stairs ascend the last

:

A peaceful troop they seem with shining vests,

ISut coats of mail beneath secure their breasts.

}
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Dauntless they enter, Cymon at their head,

And find the feast renew'd, the table spread :

Sweet voices, mix'd with instrumental sounds.

Ascend the vaulted roof, the vaulted roof rebounds :

When like the harpies rushing through the hall

The sudden troop appears, the tables fall,

Their smoking load is on the pavement thrown j

£ach ravisher prepares to seize his own

:

The brides, invaded with a rude embrace,

Shriek out for aid, confusion fills the place

:

Quick to redeem the prey their plighted lords

Advance, the palace gleams with shining swords.

But late is all defence, and succour vain 3

The rape is made, the ravishers remain

:

Two sturdy slaves were only sent before

To bear the purchas'd prize in safety to the shore.

The troop retires, the lovers close the rear,

With forward faces not confessing fear :

Backward they move, but scorn their pace to mend

;

Then seek the stairs, and with slow haste descend.

Fierce Pasimond, their passage to prevent,

Thrust full on Cymon's back in his descent

;

The blade return'd unbath'd, and to the handle

bent|:

Stout Cymon soon remounts, and cleft in two

His rival's head with one descending blow :

And as the next in rank Ormisda stood.

He turn'd the point : the sword, inur'd to blood

Bored his unguarded breast, which pour'd a pur

pie flood.

}
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With vow'd revenge the gathering crowd pursues,

The ravishers turn head, the fight renews

;

The hall is heap'd with corps ; the sprinkled gore

Besmears the walls, and floats the marble floor.

Dispers'd at length, the drunken squadron flies, "^

The victors to their vessels bear the prize, k

And hear behind loud groans and lamentable cries. J

The crew with merry shouts their anchors ,^

weigh, I

Then ply their oars, and brush the buxom sea,
[

While troops of gather'd Rhodians crowd the key. J

What should the people do, when left alone ?

The governor and government are gone

;

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd;

Some troops disbanded, and the rest unpaid.

Rhodes is the sovereign of the sea no more
;

Their ships unrigg'd, and spent their naval store •

They neither could defend, nor can pursue.

But grinn'd their teeth, and cast a helpless view;

In vain with darts a distant war they try,

Short and more short the missive Aveapons fly.

Meanwhile the ravishers their crimes enjoy,

And flying sails and sweeping oars employ;

The cliffs of Rhodes in little space are lost,

Jove's isle they seek ; nor Jove denies his coast.

In safety landed on the Candian shore,

With generous wines their spirits they restore;

There Cymon with his Rhodian friend resides,

Both court and wed at once the willing brides,

A war ensues, the Cretans own their cause,

StiflT to defend their hospitable laws

:
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Both parties lose by turns, and neither wins,

'Till peace propounded by a truce begins.

The kindred of the slain forgive the deed,

But a short exile must for show precede ;

The term expir'd, from Candia they remove j

And happy §achj at home, enjoys his love;



THE WIFE OF BATH

HER TALE.

In days of old, when Arthur fill'd the throne,

Whose acts and fame to foreign lands were blown

;

The king of elves and little fairy queen .

GamboU'd on heaths, and danc'd on ev'ry green

;

And where the jolly troop had led the round,

The grass unbidden rose, and mark'd the ground :

Nor darkling did they dance, the silver light >

Of Phoebe sen/'d to guide their steps aright, I

And, with their tripping pleas'd, prolonged the T

night. J

Her beams they follow'd, where at full she play'd, -^

Nor longer than she shed her horns they staid, I

nth. airy flight to foreign lands

convey'd.

From thence with airy flight to foreign lands I

r2



Returning late may pass the woods in vain,

And never hope to see the nightly train :

}

}
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Above the rest our Britain held they dear,

More solemnly they kept their sabbaths here.

And made more spacious rings, and revell'd half

the year.

I speak of ancient times, for now the swain l

In vain the dairy now with mints is dress'd.

The dairy-maid expects no fairy guest

To skim the bowls, and after pay the feast.

She sighs and shakes her empty shoes in vain.

No silver penny to reward her pain :

For priests with pray'rs, and other godly geer.

Have made the merry goblins disappear

;

And where they play'd their merry pranks before.

Have sprinkled holy water on the floor :

And fry'rs that through the wealthy regions run

Thick as the motes that twinkle in the sun ;

Resort to farmers rich, and bless their halls.

And exorcise the beds, and cross the walls :

I'his makes the fairy quires forsake the place,

When once 'tis hallow'd with the rites of grace:

Cut in the walks where wicked elves have been,

The learning of the parish now is seen,

The midnight parson posting o'er the green,

With gown tuck'd up to wakes ; for Sunday next,

With humming ale encouraging his text;

Nor wants the holy leer to country girl betwixt.

From fiends and imps he sets the village free,

There haunts not any incubus but he.

i

1
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The maids and women need no danger fear

To walk by night, and sanctity so near

:

For by some haycock, or some shady thorn,

He bids his beads both even song and morn.

It so befel in this King Arthur's reign, "1

A lusty knight was pricking o'er the plain

;

r

A bachelor he was, and of the courtly train. J

It happen'd as he rode, a damsel gay

In russet robes to market took her way

;

Soon on the girl he cast an amorous eye,

So straight she walk'd, and on her pasterns high:

If seeing her behind he lik'd her pace.

Now turning short he better lik'd her face

:

He lights in haste, and, full of youthful fire.

By force accomplish'd his obscene desire.

This done, away he rode, not unespy'd,

For swarming at his back the country cry'd
;

And once in view they never lost the sight,

But seiz'd, and pinion'd brought to court the

knight.

Then courts of kings were held in high renown^

Ere made the common brothels of the town

:

There, virgins honourable vows receiv'd,

But chaste as maids in monasteries liv'd:

The king himself, to nuptial ties a slave,

No bad example to his poets gave :

And they not bad, but in a vicious age,

Had not, to please the prince, debauch'd the stage.

Now what shou'd Arthur do? he lov'd the knight,

But sovereign monarchs are the source of right s
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Mov'd by the damsel's tears and common cry,

He doom'd the brutal ravisher to die.

But fair Geneura rose in his defence,

And pray'd so hard for mercy from the prince,

That to his queen the king th' offender gave,

And left it in her pow'r to kill or save.

This gracious act the ladies all approve,

Who thought it much a man shou'd die for love
;

And wiili their mistress join'd in close debate,

(Covering their kindness with dissembled hate)

If not to free him, to prolong his fate.

At last agreed they call'd him by consent

Before the queen and female parliament.

And the fair speaker rising from her chair.

Did thus the judgment of the house declare.

" Sir knight, tho' I have ask'd thy life, yet

still

Thy destiny depends upon my will

;

IVor hast tliou other surety than the grace

TS'ot due to thee from our offended race.

But as our kind is of a softer mold,

And cannot blood without a sigh behold,

1 grant thee life ; reserving still the pow'r

To take the forfeit when I see my hour :

Unless thy answer to my next demand

Shall set thee free from our avenging hand.

The question whose solution I require

Is, ' what the sex of women most desire ?'

In this dispute thy judges are at strife
;

Beware
i

for on thy wit depends thy life.
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Yet (lest surpriz'd, unknowing what so saf,

Thou damn thyself) we give thee farther day :

A year is thine to wander at thy will

;

And learn from others, if thou want'st the skilU

But, not to hold our proffer turn'd in scorn,

Good sureties will we have for thy return-;

That at the time prefix'd thou shalt obey,

And at thy pledges' peril keep thy day."

Woe was the knight at this severe command,

But well he kneAv 'twas bootless to withstand:

The terms accepted as the fair ordain

He put in bail for his return again
;

And promis'd answer at the day assign'd,

The best, with heav'n's assistance, he cou'd find.

His leave thus taken, on his way he went

With heavy heart, and full of discontent.

Misdoubting much, and fearful of th' event.

'Twas hard the truth of Fuch a point to find,

As was not yet agreed among the kind.

Thus on he went ; still anxious more and more,

Ask'd all he met, and knock'd at ev'ry door

;

Inquir'd of men ; but made his chief request

To learn from women what they lov'd the best.

They answer'd each according to her mind

To please herself, not all the female kind.

One was for wealth, another m as for place ;

Crones, old and ugly, wish'd a better face.

The widow's wish was oftentimes to wed ;

The waaton maids were all for sport a-bed.

}
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Some said the sex were pleased with handsome

lies,

And some gross flatt'ry lov'd without disguise

:

Truth is, says one, he seldom fails to win

Who flatters well, for that's our darling sin ;

But long attendance, and a duteous mind,

Will work ev'n with the wisest of the kind.

One thought the sex's prime felicity

Was from the bonds of wedlock to be free :

Their pleasures, hours, and actions all their own,

And uncontroird to give account to none.

Some -wish a husband fool 5 but such are curst,

For fools perverse, of husbands are the worst

:

All women would be counted chaste and wise,

Nor should our spouses see but with our eye*

;

For fools will prate, and tho' they want the wit

To find close faults, yet open blots will hit:

Tho' better for their ease to hold their tongue.

For womankind was never in the wrong.

So noise ensues, and quarrels last for life

;

The wife abhors the fool, the fool the wife.

And some men say that great delight have we,

To be for truth extoli'd, and secrecy
;

And constant in one purpose still to dwell
j

And not our husband's counsel to reveal.

But that's a fable, for our sex is frail,

Inventing rather not than tell a tale.

Like leaky sieves no secrets we can hold,

W^itness the famous tale that Ovid told.
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Midas the king, as in his book appears,

By Phoebus was endow'd with ass's ears,

Which under his long locks he well conceal'd.

As monarchs* vices must not be reveal'd.

For fear the people have 'em in the wind,

Who long ago were neither dumb nor blind

;

Nor apt to think from heav'n their title springs,

Since Jove and Mars left off begetting kings.

This Midas knew ; and durst communicate

To none but to his wife, his ears of state

:

One must be trusted, and he thought her fit,

As passing prudent, and a parlous wit.

To this sagacious confessor he went,

And told her what a gift the gods had sent:

But told it under matrimonial seal.

With strict injuiution never to reveal.

The secret heard, she plighted him her troth,

(And sacred sure is every woman's oath)

The royal malady should rest unknown.

Both for her husband's honour and her ownj
But ne'ertheless she pin'd with discontent,

The counsel rumbled till it found a vent.

The thing she knew she was oblig'd to hide;

By int'rest and by oath the wife was ty'd;

But if she told it not, the woman dy'd.

Loth to betray a husband and a prince.

But she must burst, or blab : and no pretence

Of honour ty'd her tongue from self-defence.

A marshy ground commodiously was near.

Thither she ran, and held her breath for fear,

}

}
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Lest if a word she spoke of any thing,

That word might be the secret of the king.

Thus full of counsel to the fen she went,

Grip'd all the way, and longing for ayent»

Arriv'd, by pure necessity corapell'd,

On her majestic marrow-bones she kneei'd :

Then to the water's brink she laid her head,

And, as a bittour bumps within a reed,

*'To thee alone, O lake," she said, " I tell

(And, as thy queen, command thee to conceal)

Beneath his lock the king my husband wears

A goodly royal pair of ass's ears !"

Now I have cas'd my bosom of the pain,

Till the next longing fit return again.

Thus through a woman was the secret known ;

Tell us, and in effect you tdl the town.

But to my tale : The knight in heavy cheer,

Wand'ring in vain had now consum'd the year,

One day was only left to solve the doubt.

Yet knew no more than when he first set out.

But home he must : and, as th' award had been,

Yield up his body captive to the queen.

In this despairing state he happ'd to ride,

As fortune led him, by a forest side :

Lonely the vale, and full of horror stood

Brown with the shade of a religious wood:

When full before him at the noon of night,

CThe moon was up and shot a gleamy light)

He saw a quire of ladies in a round,

That featly footing scem'd to skim the ground:
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Thus dancing hand in hand, so light they were,

He knew not where they trod, on earth or air.

At speed he drove, and came a sudden guest^

In hope where many women were, at least

Some one by chance might answer his request.

But faster than his horse the ladies flew,

And in a trice were vanish'd out of view.

One only hag remain'd : but fouler far

Than grandame apes in Indian forests are :

Against a wither'd oak she lean'd her weight,

Prop'd on her trusty stalf, not half upright,

And drop'd an awkard court'sy to the knight.

Then said, " What make you, sir, so late abroad

Without a guide, and this no beaten road ?

Or want you ought that here you hope to find,

Or travel for some trouble in your mind ?

The last I guess ; and, if 1 read aright,

Those of our sex are bound to serve a knight

:

Perhaps good counsel may your grief assuage,

Then tell your pain : for wisdom is in ago."

To this the knight: " Good mother, wou'd you

know
The secret cause and spring of all my woe ?

My life must with to-inorro.v's light expire.

Unless I tell what women most desire

:

Now cou'd you help me at this hard essay,

Or for your inborn goodness, or for pay ;

Your's is my life, redeem'd by your advice.

Ask what you please, and I will pay the price.

}

}
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"Plight me thy faith," quoth she, " That what I

ask,

Thy danger over, and perform'd the task,

That shalt thou give for hire of thy demand,

Here take thy oath, and seal it on my hand ;

I warrant thee, on peril of my life,

Thy word shall please both widow, maid, and wife :

The proudest kerchief of the court shall rest

Well satisfied of what they love the best."

More words there needed not to move the knight

To take her offer, and his truth to plight.

With that she spread her mantle on the ground,

And, first inquiring whither he was bound,

Bade him not fear, tho' long and rough the way,

At court he should arrive ere break of day :

His horse should find the way without a guide. T

She said : with fury they began to ride, r*

He on the midst, the beldam at his side. J

The horse what devil drove I cannot tell.

But only this, they sped their journey well

:

And all the way the crone inform'd the knight,

How he should answer the demand aright.

To court they came : the news was quickly

spread

Of his returning to redeem his head.

The female senate was assembled soon,

With all the mob of women in the town :

The queen sat lord chief justice of the hall.

And bade the crier cite the criminal.
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The knight appeared, and silence they proclaim

;

Then first the culprit answcr'd to his name

:

And after forms of law, was last requir'd

To name the thing that women most desir'd.

Th* offender, taught his lesson by the way,

And by his counsel order'd what to say,

Thus bold began ;
" My lady liege," said he,

*' What all your sex desire is Sovereignty.

The wife affects her husband to command,

AH must be hers, both money, house, and land.

The maids are mistresses ev'n in their name 5

And of their servants full dominion claim.

This, at the peril of my head, I say,

A blunt plain truth, the sex aspires to sway.

You to rule all, while we, like slaves, obey."

There was not one, or widow, maid, or wife,

But said the knight had well deserv'd his life.

Ev'n fair Geneura, with a blush, confess'd

The man had found what women love the best.

Upstarts the beldam, who was there unseen,

And reverence made, accosted thus the queen :

*' My liege," said she, " before the court arise,

May I, poor wretch, find favour in your eyes,

To grant my just request : 'twas I who taught

The knight this answer, and inspir'd his thought^

None but a woman could a man direct

To tell us women, what we most affect.

But first I swore him on his knightly troth,

(And here demand performance of his oath)
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To grant the boon that next I should desire;

He gave his faith, and I expect my hire

:

My promise is fulfill'd : I sav'd his life,

And claim his debt to take me for his wife."

The knight was ask'd, nor cou'd his oath deny,

But hop'd they would not force him to comply.

The women, who -would rather wrest the laws,

Then let a sister plaintiff lose the cause,

(As judges on the bench more gracious are,

And more attent to brothers of the bar)

Cry'd, one and all, the suppliant should have right.

And to the grandame-hag adjudg'd the knight.

In vain he sigh'd, and oft with tears desir'd

Some seasonable suit might be requir'd.

But still the crone was constant to her note,

The more he spoke, the more she stretch'd her

throat

:

In vain he proffer'd all his goods, to save

His body, destin'd to that living grave.

The liquorish hag rejects the pelf with scorn,

And nothing but the man would serve her turn.

*' Nor all the wealth of eastern kings," said she,

" Have pow'r to part my plighted love and m« :

And, old and ugly as I am, and poor,

Yet never will I break the faith I swore

;

For mine thou art by promise, during life,

And I thy loving and obedient wife."

*' May Jovc! nay rather my damnation thou,"

Said he : " nor dm i bound io keep my vow

:
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The fiend thy sire has sent thee from below,

Else how could'st thou my secret sorrows know :

Avaunt, old witch ! for I renounce thy bed : 1

The queen may take the forfeit of my head, !-

Ere any of my race so foul a crone shall wed !" J

Both heard, the judge prouounc'd against the

knight

;

So was he marry 'd in his own despite
;

And all day after hid him as an owl,

Not able to sustain a sight so foul.

Perhaps the reader thinks I do him wrong.

To pass the marriage-feast, and nuptial song

;

Mirth there was none, the man was a-la-morty

And little courage had to make his court.

To bed they went, the bridegroom and the bride

;

Was never such an ilUpair'd couple ty'd.

Restless he toss'd and tumbled to and fro.

And roU'd, and wriggled further off, for woe.

The good old wife lay smiling by his side.

And caught him in her quiv'ring arms, and cry'd,

*' When you my ravish'd predecessor saw,

You were not then become this man of straw
;

Had you been such, you might have 'scap'd the

law.

Is this the custom of king Arthur's court ?

Are all round-table knights of such a sort ?

Remember I am she who sav'd your life.

Your loving, lawful, and complying wife :

Not thus you swore in your unhappy hour.

Nor I for this return employ'd my pow'x.

}
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In time of need I was your faithful friend

;

Nor did I since, nor ever will, oflfcnd.

Believe me, my lov'd lord, 'tis much unkind 5

What fury has possess'd your alter'd mind ?

Thus on my wedding night—without pretence

—

Come turn this way, or tell me my offence.

If not your wife, let reason's rule persuade,

Name but my fault, amends shall soon be made."

" Amends ! Nay, that's impossible," said he,

" What change of age or ugliness can be

!

Or, could Medea's magic mend thy face, 1

Thou art descended from so mean a race, r

That never knight was match'd with such disgrace. J

What wonder, madam, if 1 move my side.

When, if I turn, I turn to such a bride."

*' And if5 this all that troubles you so sore 1"

" And what the devil cou'dst thou wish me more ?"

" Ah, Benedicitc !" reply'd the crone

:

*' Then cause of just complaining have you none.

The remedy to this were soon apply'd,

Wou'd you be like the bridegroom to the bride.

But, for you say a long descended race.

And wealth, and dignity, and pow'r, and place,

Make gentlemen, and that your high degree

Is much disparag'd to be match'd with me;

Know this, my lord, nobility of blood
-f^-

Is but a glitt'ring and fallacious good :

The nobleman is he whose noble mind

Is fiU'd with inborn worth, unborrow'd from hi*

kind.
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The king of heav'n was in a manger laid;

And took his earth but from an humble maid

:

Then what can birth or mortal men bestow,

Since floods no higher than their fountains flow ?

We, who for name and empty honour strive,

Our true nobility from him derive.

Your ancestors, w ho puff" your mind with pride.

And vast estates to mighty titles ty'd,

Did not your honour, but their own, advance^

For virtue comes not by inheritance.

If you traliricate from your father's mind,

What are you else but of a bastard kind I

Do as your great progenitors have done,

And by their virtues prove yourself their son.

No father can infuse or wit or grace;

A mother comes across, and mars the race.

A grandsire or a grandame taints the bloody

And seldom three descents continue good.

Were virtue by descent, a noble name

Cou'd never villanize his father's fame

:

But, as tJie first, the last of all the line

Wou'd, like the sun, ev'n in descending, shine.

Take fire, and bear it to the darkest house,

Betwixt King Arthur's court and Caucasus,

If you depart, the flame shall still remain,

i?iid the bright blaze enlighten all the plain:

?xor, till the fuel perish, can decay.

By nature form'd on things combustible to prey.

Sucli is not man, w ho mixing better seed

Vv'ith worse, begets a base degen'rate breed:
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The bad corrupts the good, and leaves behind

No trace of all the great begetter's mind.

The father sinks within his son, we see,

And often rises in the third degree,

if better luck a better mother give :

Chance gave us being, and by chance we live.

Such as our atoms were, ev'n such are we.

Or call it chance, or strong necessity

;

Thus, loaded with dead weight, the will is free

And thus it needs must be : for seed conjoin'd

Lets into nature's Avork th' imperfect kind

:

But fire, th' enliv'ner of the general frame.

Is one, its operation still the same.

Its principle is in itself: while ours

Works, as confederates war, Avith mingled pow'rSj

Or man, or woman, which soever fails
;

And oft the vigour of the worse prevails.

Ether with sulphur blended alters hue,

And casts a dusky gleam of Sodom blue.

Thus in a brute their ancient honour ends,

And the fair mermaid in the fish descends

:

The line is gone—no longer duke or earl,

But, by himself degraded, turns a churl.

Nobility of blood is but renown

Of thy great fathers by their virtue known, -,

And a long trail of light, to thee descending down. J
If in thy smoke it ends, their glories shine,

But infamy and villanage are thine.

Then what I said before is plainly show'd,

The true uobility proceeds from God ^-

r
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Not left US by inheritance, but giv'n

By bounty of our stars, and grarc of heav'n.

Thus from a captive Servius TuUus rose,

Whom for his virtues the first Romans chose :

Fabricius from their v\-alls repcll'd the foe,

Whose noble hands had exercis'd the plough.

From hence, my lord and love, I thus conclude,

That tho' my homely ancestors were rude,

Mean as I am, yet I may have the grace

To make you father of a generous race :

And noble then am I, Avhen I begin.

In virtue cloth'd, to cast the rags of sin.

If poverty be my upbraided crime.

And you believe in heav'n, there was a time

When He, the great controller of our fate,

Deign'd to be man, and liv'd in low estate :

Which he who had the world at his dispose.

If poverty Avere vice, had never ch ose.

Philosophers have said, and poets sing,

That a glad poverty's an honest thing.

Content is wealth, the riches of the mind,

And happy he who can that treasure find.

But the base miser starves amidst his store, -»

Broods on his gold, and griping still at more,
y

Sits sadly pining, and believes he's poor. J
The ra^iged beggar* tho' he wants relief.

Has not to lose, and sings before the thief.

Want is a bitter and a hateful good,

Uecause its virtues are not understood :

ft 2
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Yet many things, impossible to thought,

Have been by need to full perfection brought ;

The daring of the soul proceeds from thence,

Sharpness of wit, and aciive diligence :

Prudence at once, and fortitude it gives,

And, if in patience taken, mends our lives :

For ev'n that indigence that brings me low,

Makes me myself, and him above, to know :

A good which none would challenge, few wou'J

chuse,

A fair possession, which mankind refuse.

*^' If we from wealth to poverty descend,

Want gives to know the llatt'rcr from the friend.

If I am old and ugly, well for you.

No lewd adult'rer will my love pursue;

]Sor jealousy, the bane of marry'd life.

Shall hauiiL you for a withcr'd homely wife

:

For age and ugliness, as all agree,

Are the best guards of female chastity.

'• Yet since I see your mind is worldly bent,

I'll do my best to further your content;

And therefore of two gifts in my dispose,

Tliink ere you speak, I grant you leave to chuse»

Wou'd you I should be still defoi'm'd and old,

Nauseous to touch, and loathsome to behold ;

On iliis condition, to remain for life

A careful, .lender, and obedient Avife,

la all 1 can contribute to your ease.

And not in deed, or word, or thought, displease ?
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Or would you rather have me young and fair,

And take the chance that happens to your share ?

Temptations are in beauty and in youth,

And how can you depend upon my truth ?

Now weigh the danger with the doubtful bliss,

And thank yourself, if aught should fall amiss."

Sore sigh'd the knight, who this long sermon

heard

:

At length, considering all, his heart he chear'd j

And thus reply'd : " My lady and my wife,

To your wise conduct I resign my life,

Chuse you for me, for well you understand

The future good and ill on either hand :

But if an humble husband may request.

Provide and order all things for the best

;

Your's be the care to profit and to please,

And let your subject servant take his ease."

" Then thus in peace," quoth she, " concludes

the strife,

Since I am turn'd the husband, you the wife

:

The matrimonial victory is mine.

Which, having fairly gain'd, I will resign :

Forgive, if I have said, or done amiss.

And seal the bargain with a friendly kiss :

I promis'd you but one content to share,

But now 1 will become both good and fair.

No nuptial quarrel shall disturb your ease,

The business of my life shall be to please :

And for my beauty, that, as time shall try,

But draw the curtain first, and cast your eye."
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He look'd, and saw a creature hcav'nly fair

In bloom of youth, and of a charming air.

With joy he turn'd, and seiz'd her iv'ry arm,

And, like Pygmalion, found the statue warm.

Small arguments there needed to prevail
;

A storm of kisses poured as thick as hail.

Thus long in mutual bliss they lay cmbrac'd.

And their tirst love continu'd to the last

:

One sun-shine was their life, no cloud between,

Nor ever Mas a kinder couple seen.

And so may all our lives like theirs be led
;

Ileav'a send the maids young husbands, fresh in

bed;

May widoAvs wed as often as they can,

And ever for the better change their man.

And some devouring plague pursue their lives,

Who will not well be govern'd by their wives 1



Till

CHARACTER

OF

A GOOD PARSON;

IMITATED FROM CHAUCER, AND ENLARGED.

A PARISH priest was of the pilgrim train
j

An awful, reverend, and religious man.

His eyes diffus'd a venerable grace.

And charity itself was in his face.

Rich was his soul, though his attire was poor ;

(As God had cloth'd his own ambassador ;)

For such, on earth, his bless'd Redeemer bore

Of sixty years he seem'd ; and well might last

To sixty more, but that he liv'd too fast;

Refin'd himself to soul, to curb the sense.

And made almost a sin of abstinence.

Yet had his aspect nothing of severe,

But such a face as promis'd him sincere.

J
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Nothing rescrv'd or sullen was to see,

But sweet regards, and pleasing sanctity

:

Mild was his accent, and his action free.

With eloquence innate his tongue Avas arni'd,

Tho' harsh the precept, yet the preacher charm'd.

For, letting doAvn the golden chain from high,

He dreAv his audience upward to the sky

:

And oft, Avith holy hymns, he charm'd their carSj

(A music more melodious than the spheres.)

For David left him, when he Avent to rest,

His lyre; and, after him, he sung the best.

He bore his great commission in his look.

But SAveetly temper'd awe, and soften'd all he spoke.

He preach'd the joys of heav'n, and pains of hell.

And Avarn'd the sinner with becoming zeal; -,

But on eternal mercy lov'd to dwell. J
He taught the gospel rather than the law,

And forc'd himself to driAC, but lov'd to draw.

For fear but freezes minds ; but love, like heatj

Exhales the soul sublime to seek her native seat.

To threats the stubborn sinner oft is hard:

Wrapp'd in his crimes, against the storm prepar'd;

But Avhen the milder beams of mercy play,

He melts, and throws his cumb'rous cloak away.

Lightning and thunder (heav'n's artillery)

As harbingers before th' Almighty fly :

Those but proclaim his stile, and disappear,

The stiller sound succeeds, and God is there

!

The tithes his parish freely paid, he took,

But never sued, or curs'd with bell and book;

1
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With patience bearing v.'rong, but ofPring none,

Since every man is free to lose his own.

The country churls, according to their kind,

(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind,)

The less he sought his oli'rings, pinch'd the more,

And prais'd a priest contented to be poor.

Yet, of his little, he had some to spare,

To feed the faraish'd, and to clothe the bare:

For mortify'd he was to that degree,

A poorer than himself he would not see.

*' True priests," he said, " and preachers of the

word.

Were only stewards of their Sov'reign Lord;

Nothing was theirs, but all the public store,

Intrusted riches, to relieve the poor

;

AVho, shou'd they steal, for want of his relief.

He judg'd himself accomplice with the thief."

Wide was his pa4'ish, not contracted close

In streets, but here and there a straggling house
j

Yet still he was at hand, without request,

To serve the sick, to succour the distress'd,

Tempting, on foot, alone, Avithout ailVight,

The dangers of a dark tempestuous night.

All this the good old man perform'd alone.

Nor spar'd his pains ; for curate he had none
;

Nor durst he trust another with his care
;

Nor rode himself to Paul's, the public fair,

To chaffer for preferment with his gold,

Where bishopricks and sinecures are sold

;
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But duly Avatch'd his flock by night and day, -j

And from the prowling wolf redeem'd the prey, [•

And hungry sent the wily fox aw ay. J

The proud he tam'd, the penitent he chear'd,

IVor to rebuke the rich offender fear'd.

His preaching, much, but more his practice wrought,

(A living sermon of the truths he taught:)

For this by rules severe his life he squar'd.

That all might see the doctrine which they heard.

" For priests," he said, " arc patterns for the rest,

(The gold of heav'n, who bear the God inipress'd:)

But when the precious coin is kept unclean,

The Sov'rcign's image is no longer seen.

If they be foul, on whom the people trust,

Well may the baser brass contract a rust."

The prelate for his holy life he priz'd
;

The worldly pomp of prelacy dcspis'd.

His Saviour came not Avith a gaudy show,

Nor was his kingdom of the Morld below.

Patience in want, and poverty of mind,
-^

These marks of church and churchmen he I

design'd,
j

And living taught, and dying left behind. J

The crown he w^ore was of the pointed thorn;

In purple he was crucify'd, not born.

They who contend for ])Iace and high degree,

Are not his sons, but those of Zebcdee.

Not but he knew tlie signs of earthly pow'r

Miiiht well become saint Peter's successor:
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The holy father holds a double reign :

The prince may keep his pomp—the fisher must he

plain.

Such was the saint, who shone with every gracCj

Reflecting, Moses-like, his Maker's face.

God saw his image lively was express'd,

And his own work, as in creation, bless'd.

The tempter saw him too m ith envious eye.

And, as on Job, demanded leave to try.

He took the time when Richard was depos'd,

And high and low with happy Harry clos'd.

This prince, tho' great in arms, the priest with-

stood :

Near tho' he was, yet not the next of blood.

Had Richard unconstrain'd resign'd the throne,

A king can give no more than is his own.

The title stood entail'd, had Richard had a son.

Conquest, an odious name, was laid aside.

Where all submitted, none the battle try'd.

The senseless plea of right by providence,

AVas, by a flatt'ring priest, invented since,

And lasts no longer than the present sway,

But justifies the next who comes in play.

The people's right remains ; let tliose who dare.

Dispute their pow'r, when they tho judges are.

He join'd not in their choice, because lie kscw
Worse might, and often did, from cliange ensue,

JNIuch to himself he thought, but little spoke,

And, undepriv'd, his benefice forsook.



2.1G THE CUARxVCTER, OF A GOOD PAHSON.

Now, through the land, his cure of souls he stretch'il,

And like a primitive apostle preach'd.

Still chearful, ever constant to his call

;

By many follow'd, Jov'd by most, admir'd by all,

TV ith what he begg'd, his brethren he reliev'd,

And gave the charities himself receiv'd :

Gave, while he taught, and edify'd the more,

Because he shevv'd by proof, 'twas easy to be poor.

He Avcnt not with the crowd to see a shrine;

But led us by the way with food divine.

In delerencc to ids virtues, 1 forbear

To shew you what the rest in orders were:

This brilliant is so spotless, and so bright,

lie needs no foil, but shines by his own proper

ii^ht.

FIiMS,

M. iI.INT, PRINXtR,
OUEui/ey.











^R Dryden, John
1.1^' Fables from Roccpcio rnd
'^ Chsucer Nev ed.

1806

PLEASE DO NOT REMOVE

CARDS OR SLIPS FROM THIS POCKET

UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO LIBRARY

Mm




